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5 Prologue 


Ools, which ad may meets in bis Diſh each day, 

Are yet the great Regalio's of a Play ; 

In which to Poets you ; ey ar, 

To prize that h Gb whic oft t them ſo dear: 

Fops in the Tan more eaſtly will paſs , 

One Story maker: g, fanegle ſs; 1 

But ſuch in Plays muſt be much thicker ſown, | 

Like Telks N to -es. 
Obſerving Poets all their Walks invade, _ ; 

As mien watch Woodcocks gliding throug b 4 Glade: | 


They ftow their ſeveral Bodist in ye: 2 
1 bs the cel to faſbion 3 | 
For, Gallams, you your ſelwas beve found the Wit. 


To bid you welcond would your Bounty wrong, 
None welcome thoſe who — their Chear ala 
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The Names of the Perſons. 


'Lord Dartmouth, In Love with Mrs. Chriſtien, 


Mr. Moody, The Swaſh-Buckler, 22 


Sir Martin Mar-dll, A Fot. 
Warner, wy His Man. er N 
Sir John Swallow, A Kentiſh Knight. 
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The SCENE Covent-Garden. 


TE 
THE 


Feignd Innocence; 


OR 
Sir MARTIN MARR-ALL. 


ACT. L 


Enter Warner ſolus. 


Warn. Here the Devil is this Maſter of mine? 
he is ever out of the way when he ſhould 

do himſelf good. This tis to ſerve- a 

Coxcomb, one that has no more brains 

4 * I carry for him. _— 

all Fopps commend me to him e greateſt 3 he's ſo opinion? 

of his own Abilities, that he is everd ſomewhat, and yethe 

* Cows his $ ſo ſhallow, that Daw can pick m up: from 
a plotting Fool the Lord deliver me. he comes, O! it ſeems 


his Couſin's with him, then it is not ſo bad as I imagin'd. 
Emter Sir Martin Marral,: Lady Dupe. 

L.. Dupe. I think 'twas well contriv'd for — lodge hes 
inthe ſame houſe with you. 

Sir Mart. * pretty well I muſt confeſs. 

Warns. Had he plotted it himſelf, it had been admirable. aſide. 
LI. Dupe. For when her Father Moody wit to me to take him Lodg 

ings, I ſo order d it, the choice ſeem d his, not mine. 

Sir Mart. I have hit of a thing my (elf ſometimes, when wiſer Heads” 
have miſs'd it. But that might be meer luck 


La. Dupe. Fortune deer moretind Wikleis 
Sir Mart, Nay, for that you ſhall excuſe me; 
RR ag 


C2) 
Except he have Wit and Parts to bear him out; 
But when do you expect m? 
La. Dupe. This Tide will bring them from Graveſend, 
You had beſt let your man go as from me, 
And wait them at the Stairs in Durham- yard. d 
Sir Mart. Lord, Couſin, what a do is here with = Counſel ? 
As though I could not have thought of that my ſel 
I could find in my heart not to ſend him now 
I could ſoon find out ſome other way. 
Warn. A minute's ſtay may loſe your buſineſs. 
Sir Mart. Well, go then, — but you muſt grant, if he had ſtay d, 
I 2 have ſound a better way, you grant it? 
2 »p8. For once I will not ſtand with you. — [Er Warter, 
Tis a ſweet Gentlewoman this Mrs Miliſent, if you can get her. 
Sir Mart. Let me alone for plotting, 
La. Dupe. But by your fayaur, Sir, tis not ſo eaſie, 
Her father has already promis'd her : 
And the young Gentleman comes up with *em: 
I partly know the man but the old Squire is humerſome, 
He's ſtout, and plain in ſpeech and in behaviour; 
He loves none of the fine Town-tricks of breeding, 
But ſtands up for the old Elizabeth way in all things 
This we muſt'work upon. 
Sir Mart, Sure! — think you have to deal wich a Fool, Couſin ? 
[Enter Mrs Chriſtian. 
Le. Dupe, O my Jet Neice, L have ſome buſineſs with you. 
L biſpers. 
Sir Mort, Well, Madam, Il take one turn here i*th Flax 
A thouſand things are er in this bead z | 
Tis a fruitful n h I ay it, [. Exit Sin Martin. | 
La. Dupe. Gothy'\ — a moſt conceited Fook——— 
But to our bufine(s, Couſin: you are young, but Lam old, and have 
had all the Love · experience that a diſcreet; Lady ought to haves and 
therefore let me inſtruct you about the Love this rich Lord makes 
to you. 
Chr. You know, Madam, he's, Marry'd, ſo that we cannot work 
upon that ground of Matrimony«\ * 
La. Dupe. But there are advantages enough fox you, if you will be 
wiſe and: blow my advice. 
Chr. Madam, my Friends left me to your care, therefore I will 
wholly follow your Counſel with ſecrecy and obedience. 
La. Dupe. Sweet- heart, it ſhall/he the hetter for you another day: 
well then, this Lord that pretevda, $9.7y9u,6.ralty, apd falſen a6 — 
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(3) 
men are, eſpeclally in Love: — therefore we muſt he ſubtle to meet 
5 0 all his Plots, and have Countermunes againſt in we blow 

up. | > if | 
Chr As how, Madam? u 
La. Dupe. Why Gitl, hee*l make fierce Love to you, but you muſt 
not ſuffer him to ruffle you, or ſteal a kiſs : but you muſt weep and 
figh, and ſay you'ltell me on't, and that you will not be us'd ſo; and 
play the innocent juſt like a Child, and ſeem ignorant of all. 
Chr. I warrant you L'le be very ignorant, Madam. 
La Dipe. And be ſure when he has tows'd you, not to appear at 
Supper that night, that you may fright him. 
| Chr, No, Madam. 
La. Dupe. That he may think you have told me. 
Chr. I Madam. 
La. Dupe. And keep your Chamber, and ſay your head akes. 
Chr. O, moſt extreamly, Madam. 1 
L a. Dupe. And lock the door, and admit of no night viſits: at Sup- 
per II ask where's my Couſin, and being told you are not well, I' 
ſtart from the Table to viſit you, deſiring his Lordſhip not to inepm- 
mode himſelf; for. I will preſently wait on him agen. — 
Chr. But how, when you are return'd, Madam? x 1 
La. Dupe. Then ſomewhat diſcompos'd, I'l ſay, I doubt the Mea» 
zles or Small-pox' will ſeize on you, and then the Girl is ſpoil'd; ſaying, 
Poor thing, her Portion is her Beauty and her Vertue; and often fend 
to ſee how you do, by whiſpers in my Servants ears, and have thoſe 
whiſpers of your health return'd to mine: if his Lordſhip thereupon 
asks how you do, I will pretend it was ſome other thing. | 
Chr. Right, Madam, for that will bring him further in ſuſpence. 
La. Dupe. A hopeful Girl! Then will I eat nothing that night, feign- 
ing my grief for you; but keep his Lordſhip O_o at Meal, and 
ſeem to ſtrive to put my paſſion off, yet ſhew it ſtill by ſmall miſtakes. 
Chr. And broken Sentences. — 
La. Dupe. A dainty Girl! and after Supper viſit you again, with 
promiſe to return ſtrait to his Lordſhip : but after 1 am gone ſend 
an Excuſe, that I have given you a Cordial, and mean to watch that 
night in perſon with you. 
Cbr. His Lordſhip then will find the Prologue of his trouble, doubt) 
ing I have told you of his ruffling. | | | 
La. Dupe. And more than that, fearing his Father ſhould know. 
of it, and his Wife, who is a Termagant Lady: but when he finds 
the Coaſt is clear, and his late ruffling known to none but you, he, 
will be drunk with joy. mg 
Chr, Finding my ſimple innocence, which will inflame him ** 
| | Ba | 
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Ea. Dupe: Then what the Lyon's skin has fail'd him in, the Foxes 
2 next ſupply, Ae is juſt: Sweet - heart, as 1 would 
have it ; for crafty folks treaties are their ad vantage: eſpecially when 
His paſſion muſt be ſatisfi'd at any rate, and you keep ſhop to ſet the 


price of Love: ſo now you (ce the Market is your own. 


Chr. Truly, Madam, this is very rational; and by the hleſſing of 
Heav'n upon my poor endeavours, I do not doubt to play my part. 
La. Dupe. My bleſſing and my Bande 80 along with thee. | 
Enter 2 iy wallow. Mrs Milleſent, and Roſe 
alas 
Chr. I believe, Madam, here is the young Heireſs you expect, aud 
with her he who is to marry ber. 
La. Dupe. Howe re I am Sir Martins Friend, I muſt not ſeem his 


Enemy. | : 

Sir Jobs. Madam, this falr young Lady begs the honour to be 
known to you. ey hy 

Mill. My Father made me hope it, Madam. 

La. Dupe. Sweet Lady, I believe you have brought all the Freſhne's 
ofth: Country up to Town with you.  [ They ſalute, 

Mill. 1 came up, Madam, as we Country-Gentlewomen ulc, at an 
Eaſter- Term, to the deſtruction of Tarts and Cheeſe-cakes, to ſee a 
New Play, buy a new Gown, take a Turn in the Park, and ſo down 
agen to ſleep with my Forefathers. 

Sir Jobn. Rather, Madam, you are come up to the breaking of 
Gy po Heart, that like mine will languiſh for you, 

Obr. I doubt, Madam, you are * d with your Voyages will 
you pleaſe to ſee the Lodgings your Father has provided for you ? 

MJ. To wait upon you, Madam. 

La. Dupe. This is the door — there is a Gentleman will wait you 
immediately in your Lodging, it he might preſume on your Com- 


mands. In whiſper. 
+ Mill. You mean Sir Martin Marrall : Tam glad he has entruſted his 
1 with diſcreet a perſon. [ In whiſper. 


e. Sir Jobu, let me intreat yu to Nay here, that my Fa» 
ther may have intelligence where to find us 
Sir Fobn, I hall obey you, Madam. [ Exexnt Women. 
Enter Sir Martin. 
Sir Jobn, Sir Mirtin Marral! moſt happily encounter d! how long 
have you been come to Town | yy 
Sir Mart. Some three days fince, or thereabouts: but I thank God 
I am very weary on't already. | 
Sir Fobn, Why, what's the matter, man? 12 
Sir Mart. My villanous old luck ſtill follows me in gaming, I ne- 
woe - 


er. But I have ſworn not to roach either Cue os Dice his 


half year. 

Sir Jobn, The Oaths of loling 
ered! play as an angry {bling Gamed bis ny are elk ied — he — 
her but too well. 

Sir Mart. But I am now taken up wich thoughts of another nature; 
I am in love, Sir. 

Sir Fobn. That's the worſt Game yoò could have play d at, ſcarce 
ene Woman iũ an hundred will play with you upon the Square: you 
venture at more uncertainty than at a Lottery: for you ſet 


to 28 Sex of Blanks. But is your Miſtreſ Widows Wife, or 
Mai 


Sir Mare, I can aſſure you, 2 eier 18 dre: 
The Heircls of a wealtby Family 7 OI x 1 
Fair toa Miracle. | Ke ie 
Sir Jobn. \Docodhe accrpe your ge | a 
| pry ny amt y perſon in vour. Exter Warmer 
Sir Jobs. Is the of Town or Country? L 
Wars. afide. How's this? 
Sir Mart. She is of Kent, near Canterbury. 
Warn, . this is bis Rival —— LA.. 
Tad \ area inal Feed. 


Sir Mart, 171 tell pou then, being at —— 
It was my Fortune once in the Cathedral Church 


Warn. What do you mean, Sir, to intruſt this man with . 
fair thus ? —— 


Sir Alert. Truſt him? why he's. a, friend of mine, 
22 4 for that 3 hark y- 2 1 
art. 45 4, WAS A 
wthe ch . G "Y 
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one er felf down, 1 flop d to take {t up; And la the 

made her a Complement. 

The Devil cantiot hold him, now will this thick skul'q Ma- 
— of mine tell the whole ſtory to his Rival 
Sir Afar Youl ſay, twas ſtrange Sir; but at the firſt glance we 
caſt on one another, both our hearts lea _ within us, our Souls met 
at our Eyes, and with a tickling kind of pain ſlid to each others breaſt, 
and in one — — -Todgh as — and ve As they long had been 
acquainted with their follow” er ſomewhiat at a diſtance 
becauſe her Father wa with der q 

Warn. Yet hold Sir 

Sir Mart. Sawcy Raſcal, avoid my oy Gohe » Muſt you tutor me? So 
— not to trouble you, I enquir d out her Father's Houſe, without 

hoſe Knowledge 1 did Couft the Daughter, and both then and of- 
ten ten ct coing to Caniterbiery, I receiv'd many proofs of her kindneſs 
th 19 101 
> Fara. You had beſt tell him too, that I am acquainted with her 
Maid, and manage your love under-hand with her. 

Sir Mart. Well temember'd ifaith, I thank thee for that, I had 
forgot it I proteſt ! my Valet de Chanibre, whom _ ſee hete with me, 
grows me acquainted with her Woman —.—. 

Varun. O the Devil... — J | 

Sir Mart. In fine Sir, this Maid being my in ber Miltices fa- 
vour, ſo well ſollicited my Cauſe, that in fine I gain'd from fair Mi- 
ſtreſs Alilliſent an aſſurance of her kindneſs, and an ingagement to 
marry none but me. 

Warn. Tis very well! you've under fair diſcovery ! =—— 

Sir Fobn. A moſt pleaſant Relation I affure you: you are a happy 
man Sir ! but, What occaſion brought you now to London? 

Sir Mart. That was in expectation to meet my Miſtreſs here; ſhe 
bh me word from Camterbury , lle and her Father ſhortly would 

ere. 1 
ir John. She and her Father, aid you Sip? . 95 
Ward. Tell him Sir, ſor — fake tell him 2 FRY, 
Sir Mart, 8510 
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a Sir Fob. Methinks you might do well, Sir, to ſpeakopenly'to her 
ather. - | 
Sir Mart. Thank you for that i faith, in ſpeaking to old Moody, I 
may ſoon ſpoil all. 8 
Warn. So now he has told her Father's name, tis paſt recovery. 
Sir John. Is her Fathers name Moody ſay you? 
Sir Mart. Is he of your acquaintance? 
Sir Jobn. Yes Sir, I know him for a man 
Who is too wiſefor you to overertach; 
I am certain he will never marry his Daughter 
Sir Mart. Why, there's the jeſt ont: 
He ſhall never know it : tis but but your 
Keeping of my Counſel ; II do as much for you 
mun— | 
Sir Jobn. No Sir, T' give you better; trouble not your ſelf about 
this Lady; her affections are otherwiſe engaged to my knowledg —— 
hark in your Ear—her Father hates a Gameſter like a Devil: Il keep 
your Counſel for that too. | We 
Sir Mart. Nay but this is nat ali dear Sir Fob». 4 
Sir John. This is all L aſſure you: only I will make bold | 
To ſeek your Miſtreſs out another Lodging [-Ex. Sir John. 
Warn. Your affairs are now put into an excellent poſture, 
Thank your incomparable diſcretion - this was a Stratagem my 
— wit could ne re have reach'd to make a Confident of my 
WEU V. a 7 4 1 a 2 : * 
Sir Mart. I hope thou art not in earneſt man ] is he my Rival? 
Warn. Sliſe he has not found it out all this while ! well 
Sir, for a quick apprehenſion let you alone. 
Sir Mart. How the Devil cam'ſt thou to know on't.? and 
Why the Devil didſt thou not tell me on't? ; UA 
Waris: To the fit of your Devils 1-anſwer,, hey Maid, Roſe. told 
me ot t: to the ſecond 1 wiſh a thouſand Devils take him that would 
not hear me. n ae ec F 1 
Sir Alart. O unparallæeſ d Misfortune 5 | 
Warn. O unparallell'd Ignorance ! why he left her father at the 
water ide, while he lead the Daughter to her Lodging, whither 1 
directed him; ſo that if you had not laboured to the contrary, For- 
tune had plac'd you in the ſame Houſe with your Miſtreſs, with- 
out the leaſt ſuſpicion of your Rival, or of her Father, but tis well, 
you 5705 ſatisfi d your talkative humour, Thope you have ſome new 
projet of your own to ſet all right agen: for my part I conſeſs all my 
Jeg for you are wholly ruin ds the very foundations of em are 
blown up. Sir 


_ Sir Mort, Ptethee inſult Deſtiny of a poor undone Lo- 
ver, Iam A0 pünbe fr my fo ifcretion in my EC ak and have 
nothing to hope for no 

Warn. Death is a pray things a are-not . to that extre - 
mity, Il caſt about to ſave all yet. 


Enter Lody Dupe: 


La. Dupe. O, Sir Martin). yonder has been fas a Air within, 
Sir Fobn, 1 fear, ſmoaks your defign, and by all 'tneans would have 
— old man remove his Lodging , pray God your man has not play'd 

e. 

Warn. Like enough I have: I um Coxcomb Gallicient todo, my 
Maſter knows that none bur ſuch a great Calf as I could have dome ic. 
ſuch an over-grown-Afs, a ſelſ conceited Ideot as 1 

On Nay, Warner, —— 4 p 

av. Pray, Sit, let me alone: i toyoui Irail 
my (elf? now could I break my own Loggar head. — 

Sir Mart. Nay, ſweet Warner. 

a What a good Maſtcr have I, and 1 to mine him: O 
5 — 

La. Dupe. Not todiſcourage you wholly, Sir nd this ſtorm 
is partly over. 

Fir — As how dear Couſin. 

La. Dape. When I heard Str Jobs complain of the Landlord, I took 
the firſt h nt of it, and joyn'd with him, laying if ſhe were ſuch an 
one, I wonld Have nothing to do with him: in ſhort I ratled him ſo 
well, that Sir John was the firſt who did deſire they might be lodg'd 
with me, not knowing that I was your :/Kinſwoman. 

a — Fox on t, now I think ou't, I could have found out this 
my (elf. — | 
Warn. Are you there agen, Sir? — Thave a Bo 

Sir Mart. Mum, good Warmer, I did but forget my ſelf a little, 1 
leave my ſelf wholly to you, and my Couſin 3 get but my Miſtreſs 'for 
me, and claim what er reward you can deſire. 

Warn. Hope of reward will diligence beget, 

Find you the Money, and U Bad che w. wit. [E 


(9) 


ACT. 1 
Enter Lady Dupe, and Mrs. Chriſtian. 


Chr. Tt hapned Madam, juſt as you ſaid it would, 

But was he ſo concern'd for my feign'd ficknels ? 

La. Dupe. So much that Moody and his Daughter, our new Gueſts, 
took notice of the trouble, but the Cauſe was kept too cloſe for Strang- 
ers to divine. 

Chr. Heav'n grant he be but deep enough in love, and then —— 

L. Dupe. And then thou ſhalt diſtil him into Gold my Girl. 
Yonder he comes, I'lnot be ſeen; — you know 
Your Leſſon, Child. [ Exit, 
Cbr. I warrant you. L Enter Lord Dartmouth. 

Lord. Pretty Miſtreſs Chriſtian, 

How glad am I to meet you thus alone! 

Chr. O the Father! what will become of me now? - | 

Lord, No harm I warrant you, but why are you ſo aud? 

Chr. A weak innocent Creature as I am, Heay*n of his m 
how I quake and tremble ! I have not yet claw d off your laſt ill uſage, 
and now I feel my old fit come again, ws © Ears tingle already, and my 
back ſhuts and opens; I, juſt ſo it began before 

Lord. Nay, my ſweet Miſtreſs, be not fo unjuſt 
To ſuſpect any new attempt: 

I am too penitent for my * fault, 
So ſoon to ſin agen. 
I hope you did not tell it to your Aunt. 
Chr. The more Fool I, I did not. 
Lord. You never ſhall repent your goodneſs to me, 
But may not I preſume there was ſome little 
Kindneſs in it, which moy*d you to conceal my 
— hough Id not h A ith f 

Chr. Methought I would not have mine ant angry w you tor 
all this earthly good; 

But yet II never be alone with you agen. 

Lord. Pretty Innocence! let me fit nearer to you; 
You do not underſtand what love I bear you. 
vo it is ſo Enya win 
My Soul's not ſully'd with one ah” lin; 


Were 
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Were you a Siſter or a Daughter to me, 
With a more holy Flame 1 could not burn. - 
Chr. Nay, now you ſpeak high words I cannot underſtand 


ou. . by 
. Lord. The buſineſs of my life ſhall be but how to make your For- 
os and my care and ſtudy to advance and ſee you ſettled in the 
World. | 

Chr. I humbly thank your Lordſhip. 

Lord. Thus I would facrifice my Life and Fortunes, 
And in return you crucly deſtroy me, 

Chr. I never meant you any harm, not I. 

Lord. Then what does this white Enemy fo near me ? 

HEY Toxching ber band Glovd. 

Sure tis your Champion, and you arm it thus to bid defrance to 
me 


Chr. Nay, fye my Lord, in faith you are to blame. {Fling ber 
Lord. But Iam for fair Wars, an Enemy muſt firſt be) band away. 

ſcarch'd forprivy Armour er we do ingage. (Pls at ber glove. 
Chr. What docs your Lordſhip mean ? 
Lord. I fear you bear ſome Spells and Charms about you, 

And, Madam, that's againſt the Laws of Arms, | 
Chr. My Aunt charg'd me not to pull off my Glove for fear of Sun- 


my hand. | 

_ She did well to keep it from your eyes, but I will thus pre- 
ſerve it, (bur ging her bare hand. 

Chr. Why do you crufh it fo? nay, now = hurt me, nay — if 
you ſqueeze it ne*r fo hard —— there's nothing to come out on't — 
fye is this loving one? —— What makes you take your breath 
ſhort? ys 

Lord, The Devil take me if I can anſwer her a word, 
All my Sences are quite imploy'd another way. 

Chr. Ne'r ſtir, my Lord, Imuftcry ont —— + | 

Lord. Then I muſt flop your mouth —— this Ruby for a Kifs — 
that is but one Ruby for another. | | 

Chr. This is worſe and worſe. | 

Lady within. Why Neece, where are you Neece ? 

Lord. Pox of her old mouldy Chops. 

Chr. Do you hear, my Aunt calls? I ſhall be hang'd for ſtay ing 
with you — let mego my Lord. Gets from bim. 


Enter Lady Dupe. | 
La. Dupe, My Lord, Heaven ble me, what makes your Lordſhip 
ED OR | | Lord. 
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Lord. I was juſt wiſhing for you Madam, your Neece and 1 have 
been ſo laughing at the blunt humour of your Country- Gentleman — 
I muſt go paſs an hour with him. { Ex. Lord. 

Chr. You made a little too much haſte 3 
I was juſt exchanging a Kiſs for a Ruby. 

Lad. No harm done; it will make him come on the faſter : 

Never full-gorge an Hawk you mean to fly : 
The next will be a Neck-lace of Pearl I warrant you. 

Chr, But what muſt I do next? 

La. Dupe. Tell him I grew ſuſpicious, and examin'd you 
Whether he made not Love; which you deny d. 

Then tell him how my Maids and Daughters watch you 
So that you tremble when you ſee his Lordſhip, 

Chr. And that your Daughters are ſo envious, that they would raiſe 
a faſſe report to ruine me. 

La. Dupe. Therefore you deſire his Lordſhip, 

As he loves you, of which you are confident, 
Hence-forward to forbear his Viſits to you. 

Chr, But bow if he ſhould take me at my Word ? | 

Les. Dupe. Why, if the worſt come to the worſt, he leaves you an 
honeſt woman, and there's an end ont: but fear not that, hold out hi 
meffages, and then he'll write, and that is it my Bird which you muſt 
drive it to: then all his Letters will be ſuch Extacies, ſuch Vows and 
Promiſes, which you muſt anſwer ſhort and fimply, yet MIN ply out of 
'em your advantages. ys | | 

Chr, But, Madam! he's i th' houfe, he will not write. 

La. Dupe. Tou Fool —he'll write from the next Chamber to you, 
And rather then fail, ſend his Page-Poſt with it upon a Hobby- 
horſe: — then grant a Meeting, but tel] me of it, and T1 prevent 
him by my being there; hel curſe me, but I care not. 

* you are alone, he I urge his luſt, which anſwer you with ſcorn 

-and anger - F 
Chr. As thus an't pleaſe you Madam? 

What? Does he think I will be damn d for him? 

Defame my Family, ruine my Name, 

To ſatisſie his pleaſure ? f | 
La. Dupe. Then he will be prophane in's Arguments, 

Urge Natures Laws to you. | 

Chr. By'r Lady, — thoſe are ſhrewd Arguments 3 
But I am reſolv'd Il ſtop my Ears. 

La. Dupe. Then when he ſees no other thing will move you, 
5 portion to you before hand: 

ke hold of that, and then of whit = will. . 

3 | 


(12) 
Enter Sir John, Ars. Milliſent, and Roſe: e. 
Sir John. Now. fair Mrs. Milliſem, you ſee your Chamber, 
Your Father will be buſie a few minutes, and in the mean time per 
mits me the happineſs to wait on you. 
All. Vethinks you might have choſe us better Lodgings, 
This houſe is full; the other we ſaw firſt, was more convenient. 
Sir 7oba. For you perhaps, but not for me: 
You might have met a Lover there, but Ia Rival. 
Mill, What Rival ? x 
Sir Fobu. You know, Sir Martin, I need not name it to you. 
Mil. I know more men beſides him. 
Sir John But you love none beſides him: Can you deny your af- 
ſection to him? 
Mil. Youhive vex d me ſo, I will not ſatisfie 5 
Sir Fobn. Then I perceive I am not likely to be Ga much oblig d to 
you as I was to him. | 
Mill. This is Romance, —F' not believe a word ont. 
Sir Fobn. That's as you pleaſe: however tis believ d, 
His wit will not much credit your choice. 
Madam, do juſtice to us both; pay his ingratitude and folly with your 
ſcorn 3 my ſervice with your Love. | 
By this time your Father ſtays for me: 1 fall be diſcreet enough to 
keep this fault of yours from him; 
The Lawyers wait for us todraw your Joy atvre : 
And I would beg your pardon for my abſence, ; 
But that my Crime is puniſh'd in it ſelf. [ Exit. 
Mill. Could I ſuſpect this uſage from a favour'd Servant ! 
Roſe. Firſt hear Sir Martin e te you quite condemn him. 
Conſider tis a Rival who accus'd him. 
Mill. Speak not a word i in his behalf: 
Methought too, Sir Jobn call'd him Fool. 
Roſe. Indeed he has a rare way of * a Fool, and does it ſo na- 
turally, it can be ſcarce diſtinguiſh d. 
Mill Nay, he has wit enough, that's certain., 
Roſe. How blind Love is! 
Enter Warner. 
Mill. How now, what's his buſineſs ? 
I wonder after ſuch a Crime; ; 
If his maſter has the face to ſend, hi im to me. 
Roſe. How durſt you venture hither ? , 
If either Sir 14 or my old Maſter ſre you. 
Warn. they are both gone out. 
Roſe, They went but to the next ſtreet 3 ten to one but they tum 
and catch you here. Warn 


* # 
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(13) 
Warn. Twenty to one I am gone before, and ſave em a labour. 
g 2 What ſays that Fellow to you? what buſineſs can he have 
ere? 
Warn. Lord, that your Ln ſhould ask that wo, 
Knowing whom 1 ſerve! 
Mill. II hear nothing from your Maſter. | 
Warn. Never breathe, but this anger becomes your Fin moſt 
Net but though you'T hear nothing * J hope L may 
eak a word or two to you from my (elf, Ma | 
7 Roſe. "Twas a ſweet Prank your Maſter d us: a Lady: $ well 
helpt up that cruſts her Honour in ſuch a ESSEN hands: to tell alſo,— 
and to his Riyal too. 


Excuſe him if thou canſt. ( 4 (ade. 
Iarn. How the Devil ſhould I excuſe him? thou 1 be is t is the 


reateſt Fop in Nature —— (Ade to Roſe. 
R Roſe. But my Lady does not know it; if ſhe 4 —— 
Mill. V1 have no whiſpering. 
Warn. Alas, Madam, I have not the confidence to ook out, 
Unleſs you can take mercy on me. | | 
. Mill. For what? | 
Warn. For telling Sir Jobs you lov'd my Mater, Madam. 
But ſure 1 little thought he was his Rival. 
Roſe. The witty Rogue has taken't on himſelf. [ Aſides 
Mill. Your Maſter then is innocent. | h 
Warn. Why, could 3 your Ladiſhip La him guilty A 
— tell me, do you think him 
Ungratefull, or a fool ? | 
Mill. I think him neither. | | 
Warn. Take it from me, you ſee not the depth of him. 
But when he knows what thoughts you harbour of him, 
As Iam faithfull, and muſt tell im, —— + 
I wiſh he does not take ſom 1 5 and leave you. 
Mill. Thouart, no ad hope, to tell him don't; 
If thou doſt, Vibe Kern, V1 fox{wear it to him: 
Harn. Upon condition then youT pardon me, 
P1 ſee what I can do to hold my tongue. 
,=_- a Tanks fe Jour J Park II meet hi hirn. ( Kino, within, 
He ſhall 
172 dome · body e — 05 Madam what ſhall we do! 
'Tis Sir Fobn, I hear his voice. 
Warn. What will become of me ? 
Mill. Step quickly behind that Door, 


(He gots our 
To 


(14 


To them Sir John. 


Mil. You've made a quick difpatch, Sir: 
Sir John. We have done nothing, Madam, our Man of Law was 
not within, —— but I muſt ſook ſome Writings. 
Mill. Where are they laid? © © | 
Sir fobn. In the Fortmanteau in the Drawing-room (Is going to 
Mill, Pray ſtay a little, Sir. the Door.) 
Warn. at the Dor. He muſt paſs juſt by me; and if he ſees me, I 
am but a dead man. 
Sir Job, Why are you thus concern d? why do you bold me? 
Mill. Only a word or two I have to tell you. 
'Tis of importance tꝭ you. —— ** 7 
Sir John Give me leave. | | 
Mill, 1 muſt not before I diſcover the Plot to you. 
2 What Plot? | | 
Mill; Sir Martiur Servant, like a Rogue, comes hither 
To tempt me from his Maſter, to have mer him. 
Warn. at the Door. Now would I had a good Bag of Gun-powder at 
my Breech to ram me into ſome hale. | | n 
Mill. For my part 1 was ſo ſtartled at the Meſſage, | 
That Tthall ſcarcely be my elf theſe two 
Sir John. Oh that I had the Raſcal! I would teach him 
To come upon ſuch Errands. _ 
Warn. Oh for a gentle Compoſition now ! 
An Arm or Leg I would give willingly. 
Sir Fobn. What Anſwer did you make the Villain? 
Mill. 1 over-reach*d him clearly by a Prom 
Of an appointment of aplaceT nam d. 
Where I ne*r meant to come: but. would have had 
The pleaſure firſt to tell you how 1 ſerv*d him. dae 1 
Sir John. And then to chide your egy Juſpicior of me, 
Indeed I wonder'd you ſhould lovea Fool. | ob nog I 
But where did you appoint to meet him? , os 
e, By his Lighe, the has pur te thangenipod hits? 
ar. By this Light, ſhe has put the change upon hit? © + 
O ſweet Woman und, how i love thee 557 that heavenly gift of 
tying ! - | | | | 
Sir Jobn. For this evening I will be his Miſtreſs 3 
He ſhall meet another Penelope then he ſuſpeRs. 
Mil. But ſtay not long away. «wafer 3 
Sir Jobn. You over- joy me, Madam. [ 7 — 
ar 


(15) 
Warn. entring Is he ue, Madam? 
Mil. As far as Grayes-Inn Walks: now Ihave time 
To walk the other way, and ſee thy Maſter. 


Warn. Rather let him come hithes : I have laid 
A Plot ſhall ſend his Rivat far enough from watching him e'r 


Mil. Art thou in carneſt ? 

Wars. 'Tis ſo deſign d, Fate cannot hinder it. | 
Our Landlord where we lie, vex'd that his Lodgings ſhould be ſo 
— 00 Sir Jobn, is reſolv' d to be reyeng'd, and 1 ve found the 


"You 1 ſee th · affect on't preſently. 
Roſe. © Heavens! the doox opens agen, and Sir Jobs is return d 


once more. 
Enter Sir John. 


Sir Fobn. Half my buſineſs was forgot you did not tell me when 
you were to meet him. Ho ! What makes this Raſcal here? 

Warn. *Tis well you're come, Sir, elſe I muſt have left untold a 
Meſſage I have for you. | 

Sir Jobn, Well, What's your buſineſs, Sirrah ? | 

Wars. We muſt be private firſt ; Tis only for your eat. 

Roſe. I ſhall admire his wit, if in this plunge 9 gee6E 
Warn. I came hither, Sir, by * Maſters order. —— 
Sir Jobn. Tl reward you for y / irrah, immediately. 
e 


Warn. When you know all, I ſerve.it, Sir: 
T came to ſound the Vertue of your Miſtreſs; which 1 have done {6 


cunnipgly, I have at laſt obtain'd the promiſe of a meeting. 
But my good Maſter, whom I mult confeſs. more generous than wiſe, 
knowing you had a paſſion for her, is reſolv d to quit: 
And, Sir, that you may ſee how much he loves you, ſent me in private. 
to adviſe you ſtill to have an eye ** n her actions, 

Sir John. Take this Diamond for thy good news 3- 


And give thy Maſter my acknowledgments. | 
Hy Thus the World goes, my Maſters, he that will cozen you, 


monly gets your good will into the bargain, [ Aſide. 
4 Fs Madam, I am now ſatisfi d of all fides 3 firſt of your 


3 ou 2 Sir Marti ins friendſhip. 
In ſhort, 1 find you toe cheited' each _ 


Both to baus to me. | 
Mil. 


|. 


(16) 
Mill. Warur | is Bot off « as 1 woul@ with, and the e * 
reach'd. 


* ' 31 D114 yaw dee or 


Euter to them the Laidlor Altun like a Carrige: , 


Roſe. How now ! What would this Carrier have ? | 
Warn, This is our Landlord whom I told you of; but thed\ your 
Countenance. ( Afide to ber. 
Lendl Twas looking here-away: for one Sir Jobs Swallow; they told 
me I might hear news of · him in this Hoaſe. 

Sir fobhn. Friend, I am the man: What have you to ſay to 
m 7 

n. Nay, Faith Sir, I am not 00 good a Schollard to oy much, 
But Ihave a Letter for you in my Pouch : 
There's plaguy news in't, I can tell you that. 

Sir Fohn. From whom is, your. Letter? 

Landl. From your old Uncle Anthony. 

Sir fobx, Give me your Letter quickly. 

Landl. Mage is ſoft and fair goes far. — Hold you, hold you. 
It is not-in this P 
Sir Jobn. Search in t the other then; 1 ſtand e on Thorns. 

Landl. I think 1 feel it now, this ſhould be whos. 

Sir John. Pluck it out then. 

Landl. II pluck out my Spectacles and ſee firſt, (Reads. 
To Mr. Paul Grimbard Apprentice to — 82 
No, that's not for you, Sir, — that's for the 800 of the « Brothe) of 
the Nephew of t e Couſin of my Gollip Dobſon. | 

Sir Fobn. Prethee diſpatch 3 do'ſt thou not know” the Contents 
on't? 

Landl. Yes, as well as I do my Pater Noſter. 

Sir Jobn. Well, What's the buſineſs on't? | 

Landl. Nay, no great buſineſs; tis but only that your  Worlbips 
Father's dead. | 

Sir Jobn. My. loſs is beyond expreſſion ! how dy'd he? 

Landl. He went to bed as well to ſee to as any man in England, 

* when he awaken ' d. the next morning. — — | 
ir Jobn. What then? | * 
1 He found himſelf ark dead - 
Sir — Well, 1 ruſt of W hes 8 for oy Paths Fu- 


if 1 


Mil. But are you in ſuch þ haſte, 857 I os "A ute al | toad 
to be from me. 
ir 


(#7) | 
fla. Dear Madam, ſay not ſo, a few days will, 1 hope, re» 


* to 
een eee 


Noble Sir Mertis, the welcomeſt man alive 
Let me embrace my Friend, 
_ How untowardly he returns the ſalute ! antics > 
4s 
Sir Jan. e ven ny. p 
Sir Mart. How have I oblig'd you, Sir? I would have you to know 
I ſcorn your words; and I would I were hang'd, if it be not the far- 
theſt of my thoughts. 
Mill. O cunning Youth, he acts the Fool moſt naturally. 


Were we alone, how would we laugh — ? afide. 
Sir Fobn. This is a double 0 
To * me favours and anne; me; 


But honeſt Warner here has told me all. 
Sir Mart. What Fas the Raſcal told you? 
4 42 2227 
and me, your a 
Warn. Sir, I deſite to in pritate with you. 
Sir Mart. This impertinent Raſcal, when I am moſt buſie, I am 
ever troubled with him. 
Warn. But it concerns you I ſhould ſpeak with you, good Sir 
Sir Mart. That's a one i'faith, 71 — well that 
I ſhould whiſper with a man before company. 
Warn. Remember, Sir, laſt it had been better 
Sir Mart. Peace, or I'll make you feel my double Fiſts 3 
If 1 don? — the ſawey Rogue will call me fool before the 


il. "That was ated moſt naturally * — [ afide. 
Sir Jobn to lim. But what needs this difſembling, fince you are Re- 
ſolv'd to quit my Miſtreſs to me ? 
Sir Mart. I quit my Miſtreſs I that's a good one i faith. 
— TO, you have forſaken me. Caſide. 
Mart. I underſtand you, op you would ſave 
A quand; burt Tal not ſo bal. 
III fee him hang d firſt. 
Warn. Madam, my Maſter is convinc' d, in in prudence 
He ſhould ſay fo : but Love o'ermaſters him; 
When jou ate gone per a: AH 
Mill. T II go , your Servant; 


te my peers ing cnt oh company nag. 
ir 
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C18) 
Sir Jobn I'm glad ſhe's gone, now we may talk "wore freely 
For if you have not quitted her, you muſt, 
Warn. Pray, Sir, remember your ſeff;, did not you ſend me of a 
meſſage to Sir Johu, that for his friendſhip you had left Mrs, Milliſens? , 


Sir Mart. Why, what an impudent lying Roguc art thou! 
Warn. Do not ſuſpe@ it in the leaſt: You know, * 
It was not vat before a Lady, 
Sir Joby, O] was that it? 
Warn. That was all: ſay, Yes good Sir — T Il ſwioge you. 
Lac. 
Warn. That's well, once py fe he has heard good counſel. 
Sir Mart, Heigh, Heigh, wh Landlord herg ? he has put 
Warn. The Devils in bim; he's at tha 
in a ſurſeited Horſe, cure it in one place, and it a $ out in here? er. 
ou e? 
Sir-Fobn. Are yo ted with this hane! 11 
Landl. Take e | 7728 Sis Martin ſoftly. 
on ? of yon, $ Sir? I ſay, Sir, I know him, Sir and I have reaſon to 
know h S , for Tam ſure I lodge in his houſe, Sirnau, never think 
to terr 
Landl. Now 1 455 d for tho News 1 brought him. 
Sir John. Sirrah, id not you tell me that my Father» 
to trouble your felf no farther concerning him. 
Lr Fohn. Who ſet you on to tell this Lyc* 
cozen us both; he thought I did not know him: down on our, mart 
bones, and confels! the truth: have you no tongue you Rafe 
not ſpeak, 
Lindl, Why, Sir, if you would know, twes for your ſake I did it, 
think to ſcape us with a Lye ? 
Sir Fobn. How was it for his ſake ? 
Eadylodg'd not at his houſe, and ſo he invented this Les parti to re- 
vengobimſelf of you and partly, L bellevc, in hope to get, ber once 


Sir Jahn. How's this! has Varner cheated me 
To 7 he quitted her. 
Sir Mart. Tes, g ood Sir obg. 
on a Fools Coat, I think, to ma 9 4XN— 
- his Fally's like 1 Sore 
Sir Mart. Honeſt Landlord 1 8.0 I what 
Sir Mart, Take heed what I fay, Sir, why? 15 ſhouldT be afraid 
e me, Six z "tis, my d hexe ip.Charles Street, Sir. 
Is in very good health, for ought F know, Sir; I beſecch you 
Sir Mart. I, who ſet you on. Sirrah? this was 3 gabs t that would 
Sin. Jobs, Sure tis ſome ſilenc d Niiniſter: he's Pons cr can 
Warn. For my Maſters ſake? why you impudent Vene do you 
Warn.. Twas for his own, Sir ; he heard you were th ion n the 
Sir 


ain when you were gone. 


Ero) 


Si Jobi. Fetch me a Cudgel prithee. 

Laxdl. O good Sir! if you beat me, 1 ſhall run into oil immedi- 
ately. 
Warn, Hang him Rogue; he's below your anger: I'll maul him for 
you—the Rogue's ſo bi 1 think 'twill ask wo dayes to beat him all 
over. Te bim, 

Landl. O Rogue, 0 villain Warner! bid him hold, 


And I'll confeſs, Sir. 
Warn. Get you gone without replying; muſt ſuch as you be prating? 
es! bim out. 
Enter Roſe. Sir, Dinner waits you on the Table. 
Sir John. Friend will you go along, and take part of a bad Repaſt ? 
Si Mart. Thank you's but I am juſt rife from Table. 
Warn, Now he might fi t wich his Miſtreſs, and has not the wit to 
lind it out. ———— 
Sir Jobn. You ſhall be ver welcome. 


Sir Mart. I have no St , Sik 2 A 
Warn. Get you in with a vengeance: You have a better Stomach 
than you think you have [ Puſpes bim. 


Sir Mart. This hungry Diego e would ſhatne me; 
He * 2 G Wees 2 3 K/ 10) 7 
Sir 7 you will not; adieu devs 
In any thing command me. * — 
2 Mart. Now we are alone 3 be rde matters b 
Wars. O yes, yes, you deſerve Sogat Philndq: firſt for * 
Your quarrelling with Sir John; then for Covering your Landon 
And laſtly, for refuſing to dine with your Miiſtreſ : m 
All this is ſince the laſt Reckoning was wip*d our. 
f Sir Mart. Then why did my Landtogd aal bite, to make a 
ool of us ? 
en You have 16 Tels bins that a pere duch of Better undted 
ren would ſet um afloat: _he put on that ee tori: your! 


$i Man. Why was n ot I wotthy to — — | 
Warn. Tt had been eee 


ſecret dow and piſs d it out to the next compa 
W AT fig T 22 a wiſcrable man; *Thave ttt thy est 
err ank Yd +4 [43 vita 22 1196 
Warn. You'll not — youth 4 bel 1 nden 211! 
Sir Mart. Well, I am a Fool, if that will ſatisſie you: but 
What am I the nearer for being one ? 
Warn, O yes, much the nearer ; for _ Fortunes bound to pro- 
2 vi 


(20) 

vide for you; 3s Hoſpitals are built for lame people, becauſe th 
not help themſelves. F Fi — 
Well; x 3 in my y pate. 

Sir Mart, Dear Rogue, What ist? 

Worn. Excuſe me for that: but while 'ris ſet a wotkiog, 
You would do well to {crue your ſelf into her 
Fathers good opinion. 
Sir Mart, If you will not tell me, my mind gives me I ſhall diſcover 


at . 
2. Pl! ky it as far out of your reach as I can poſſible. 


For Secrets are edg d Tools, | 
4 be kept from Children and en err 


— 
— 14 


eee 
Euer Roſe and Warner meeting. 


Roſe. Our Worſhip's moſt ha encounter d. 
V Warn. Your Ladi Fe moſt foray met 


=. My buſineſs was to yours.” N 
— I have ſomething to ſay to you that — 
—— — 1 
- | Roſe. Underſtand then — | 
Warn. If you'll-hear me 
Roſe. I believe that —- 
Wern. I amof opinion that — 
— 4 Prithee hold thy peace a little till I have done. 5 
an not Apare your ancient 


_—- Sir Jobn was to beabroad ups 
has ask'd leave to ſee à Play: and Sir 


pot cone you tet will 3 wake, 


an. IH m Mafter gets her out, I warrant her he fhallſbew her a 
better Play than any is at 2 of the W they are: I'll 
mn and pp ON AER Fe 5 PI [ Ex. 
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| Enter Old Moody, Miſtreſs Milleſent, aud Lach Dope. 


Mill. My Hoods and Scarfs there, quickly. 
La. Send to call a Coach there. 
Mood. Rut what kind of Man is this Sir Martin, with whom you are 


to go? 

A plain down-right Countrey Gentleman, Laſſure you. 
Mood. Mk him much the better fort. | 

For I hate one of thoſe you call a Man o'th' Town, 

One of thoſe empty Fellows of meer outſide : 

They've nothing of the true old ExgiiÞ Manlineſs. 

. Roſe, I confeſs, Sir, a Woman's in a ſad condition, that has nothing 

to truſt to, but 4 Periwig above, and a well trim'd Shoe below. 


To them Sir Martin. 


MA. This, Sir, is Sir Jobn's Frietid, he is for your humor, Sir, he is 
ur o*th* Town, but bred up in the old Elizabeth way of plain 
n -. | 5 


Sir Mart. I, Madam your Ladiſhip may ſay your pleaſure of me. 
| To them Warner: 


Warn. How the Devil got he here before me! Tis very unluckie I. 
could'not ſee him firſt — 12003 25 40020; 

Sir Mart. But, as for Painting, Muſick, Poetry, and the like, I'll ſay 
this of my ſelf —— 2 0 . 

I ori. Tl Gay that for him, my Maſter underſtands none of um, I: 
aſſure you, Sir. _ | f 

Sir Mart. You impudent Raſcal; hold your : Lmuſt rid my 
hands of this Fellow the Rogue is ever diſcr me before Com- 
pany. 70 1341 / JI ' i 

Mood. Never trouble your ſelf about it, Sir, for I like a Man that — 

Sir Mart. I know you do, Sir, and therefore I hope you'll think never 
— — of me for his prating: for, though I do not beaſt of my own. 
Sood parts -— 

urn. He has none to boaſt of, upon my faith, Sir. 

Sir Mari Give him not the hearing, Sir; for, if I may believe my 
Friends, they have flattcr'd me with an opinion of more — 

Warn. Of more than their flattery can make good, Sir — tis true 
he tells you, they haveflatter'd him 3 but, in my Conſcience, he is the 
moſt downright ſimple natur d Creature in the world, 


(42) 
(22) 

Sir Mart. een. conſider you:heveafter Sirrah 3 but Tam ſure in all 
Companies I paſs for a Virtaoſo. 

_ Virtuoſo | Whats that . Is, not Vertue eke without 
O fo ? 213 x ) s {i 01 borne tl 

Sir Mart. You have Reaſon, Sig). 5 3 

Mood. There he is again too; the Town- EY great ' Corbpliment 
I wiſs 3 You have Reaſon, Sir; that is, Lou are no Bealt, Sir. 

Warn. A word in private, Sir: You.miſtake,this old Man 5 loves 


neither Painting, Muſick, pot Poetry 5 vet e wm”; » 12 


ave any brains. 
Sir Mart. oY yon lg? 7 El ring ah about ag you. — 
I beg your pardo d times, Sir I vo to 440 am pe Maſter 
of any of: thoſe perſectious $ in fine, mi 
Sir, I am wholly ignorant o Painting, Make: and boss 3 
Only ſome rude — nn in fine, they are ſuch, that, 
In fine, Sir — 
Wars. This is wor ſe than all the reſi. 7 Taſide. 
Med. By Coxbones one word more: of all chis Gibbet, and old 
Madge ſhall flie about — ears: What | is this in — he ** ſuch a 
coil Wh too? 
Mill. Tis a Phraſe l vir, — * is us'd in — 128 now, 
as a whiff of Tobacco was formerly, in the midſt of a diſcourſe, for a 
thinking while. 
I. In plain Engliſh, in fine, lis in theead, Sir. 
Mood. But by Coxbones there is no end ont a chinks: if thou 


wilt 'havea fooliſh word; t61by can diſcourſe with, make ap Engliſ 
one when thou ſpeakeſt E M as So Sir, and Then Si and So Ferch; 
tis a more Manlic kindiof e: and a Pox of infine, 1 I'ilhear 
es. Bey re 
VL n. H m out; - . 
— may to carey you to the PI. 
9 — Mart. Which houſe do you mean to 80 to! ? 
Mil. The Dukes; I think. Us 


Sr Mart. Tis a damn'd Play, and has oth > in t. 

Mill. Then let us to the | 

Sir Mart. That's e'ne as bad. 

Worn. This is paſt enduring. Ia. 
There was an ill Play ſet . u. Se,on the Pol, but l cad affurr yop the 


Bills are altered ſinoe you ſaw um, and nom there are two Merl 
Comedies at both Houſes. 
- | Mood. But my Daughter loves ſerious — 


Warn. They ave Tragi- Comedies, Sir, ſor 
\ Sir Mart. 1 — heard her ſay ſhe loves _ t t Tragedies. 


C23) 


Mood. Where have you heard her ſay ſo, Sir? 

Warn. Sir you forget your (elf, you 1498 thever ſaw her in your life before. 

Sir Mart. 1 ” 2 GY ur' „In the Cathedral Rare there? 
this is the impudenteſt Raſc 11 

Warn. — Sir — 

Sir Mart. Ah Lord, * 1 0 one ! as1 1285 to be eros N — it 
was before I was aware for if gver {et eyes o on u dy 


I with —— 

Mood. This Fellow is not bo = Bll: Ahe 48 ME e en is. 
Mill. I thought he would be diſcovetid ofa Wy a 

act ones part 


Mood, Come away Daughter, I will not, du bt We 12 5 
more in't than I imagin'd. WL, | Mood. Mill. Lad. Roſe. 


Sir Mart. Why do you frown our looks. 
80 to the heart ot me 3 what 2 915 es lit lingue ? 
arm. Why; who fays you ha Vr meer —.— 


Sir Mart. As the Child that's to 75 5 10 irtctitfor$if T krlo I krio 
how I have offended my ſelf any more thay. 90 70 0 dne word — 
Varun. But don't follow me F have nothing to ſay to you. 
Sir Mart. T'll follow you to the worlds « end, k token 
Warn. Lam refoly'd to lead you a Dapge t 88 
Sir Mart. The Rogue has a0 merey in him, but r ml melee hi 
with Exit. 
Enter old La. Truly my little Coulin” $ the apteſt Scholar, and takes 
out Loves leſſons ſo exactly, that I jo 255 ſee it: ſhe has got already the 


Bond of Two was arid xc fal'd for fon;whic ich I keep for 
her; a pretty good work << tis diy eg he has enjoy d her, 
and ſolet him ; Mark, Anthony wooed not at fo dear a price. 

To ber Chr. O Madam, I fear Fam breeding 

La. A taking Wench! but tis no matter; —. you told any body ?- 
,- « 'T have been waeurſag ban your foundations , a lietle to dif 

Co e4 
Ls. That's:a 4050 child be hope it will { thrive with thee, as ir has- 


with me: Heaven has a bleſſimg an ſtore upon our endeavours,” ')" 
Chr. I feign'td/1 my ſelf 1 kept my Bed 3 my Lord, he came to: 
viſit me, and in the end 1 diſclosꝰd it to him in the ſaddeſt 


La. This frighted him hbops, into a ow to cloak yo! d 
graoe, tefi da hould have ment co Na Lea La "ova 5 
t 


Chr, ?'Pistrue but alhthe while I drove it, that the ſhould: 
name you to me as the fitteſt inſtrument of the Conc 3 but how 
to break it to you, ſſraugely does perplex him: he has been ſeeking you 


all o'r the houſe 3. therefore. I Il lea ve dur e, ſor * we ound 
þe ſeen together, 1 ' Exit, 
N l 


| (24) 
Ls. Now I muſt play wy part; k 


YE AY 


Nature, in Wamen, teaches more than 
Enter Lord- 


Loo. Madam, I have a Secret to impart. 
een 
Lu. Tour Ladie or your Children fick? 
Led. Not that IKO. nme en wal a 
; La; You ſeem to b in h health. a o: 1 
Lord. In body, not in mind. 
Fs Some ſcruple of Conſcience, I'warrant ; my Chaplain ſhall re- 
olve you. 5 
Lord. Madam, my my Soak ormentel' AISLE 


L. O take heed of de 
Q ta 3 en Tir thy Ford this ſickneſs, but only you 3 


Lord. - Madam, 
your friendihip's my fafe Haven, elſe Tam loſt and ſhipwrack'd. 


Lok Could LexpreRit by Gd hs ard 
ar I ar.d groans, 
Or drown it, with my n e 
I hon'd be Hafer, . a oaks not tell. 
La. Command whatever I can ſerve you in, 
yy be faithful Rill to all your ends, provided they be juſt wal vertu-« 


3 That word bas ſtopt me. 
La. out, my Lord, and boldly t tell what tis. 


Speak 
Lord. Then in obedlence to your Commands, 47; 9 is with 


Child. 
La. Which Couſin? 


Led. Your Couſin Cin Hils here ith? houſe. z 
La. Alas then ſhe has —_—_ de undone her ſar: : 
Some young Fellow, on my ence, 
Youth will not be advis'd : ; well, Ill never meddle more : with ub; ; 
Se nt: bo row — he — 
when leait one onꝰt: but pray is her choice 
then ſor an husband? N 
Lord. She is not married that I know of, Madam. 


Ls. Not married I *tis impoſſibſe, the Girl does ſure abuſe you. 
I know her Education has been ſuch, the fleſh could not prevaſl, there- 


fore ſhe does abuſe you, it muſt be ſo. | 
Lord. Madam, not to abuſe you longer, the is with Child, and I the 
up | 


nate Man? who did this mol unluckle act. 
Tou! I'll never believe it. | 1 


(#32 
Lord. Madam, tis too true; helleve it, and be ſerious ho d 
Her ſhame ; 1 1 here — mg an 
IL. Oh, [ Sbe faints 1 
n bo'tha? Who's es help help, help. 


« Enter two Women, Roſe, Penelope. 


1 Ham. O merciful God, my Lady's gone dry” 
2 Vom. Whither? en re 
om. To Heaven, God knows, to Heaven. 1 
Roſe. Rub her, rub her 3 fetch warm Cloaths. 
2 Vom. I Gy, run to the Cabinet of Quinteſſence, Gilberti Water, 
Gilberts Water. 
1 Wom. Now all the thegood Falls of Heayen lock d down upon her. 


J itt 
4 Oper mout with 'Digget or # Ken pur pour, Where's 


2 Mom. Se us ſhe revives, merelful to us all, what a thing 'was 
this! ſpeak, Ladie, peak. 1 


+» 


L.. ſo, ſo. 500 2 0 5704 An! 
Mill. Alas, m my Lord, How. came een; 
Lord. With w., Madam. a 


La. Now I am bettere 80%, you have not ſeen 
e. Heav'n forcfend, that Iſhould live to eee 


1 Go,go, I'mprettle well; "rider ot 
der; 2 


e next 
be Gor 2 ine, "X pray ru ive to {hes 7 few 
monkeys and then to Bed, —nearer, my voice is falnt 


Lord, Heaven knows how I have ever lov'd you; and, Is this my 
Reward ? Had you none to abuſe but me in that unfortunate fond Girl, 
that ypu know was dearer to me than my life ? this was not love to her, 

but an inveterate malice to poor me. Oh, oh. ['F aints again. 

Lord, Help, help, help. ; 

All the Women again. 


1 Vom. This Fit will carrie her: alas it is a Lecherie! 
2 Ham. The Balſam, the Balſam! 
I rough No, no, the ( ymiſtric Oil of Roſemarie: hold her a 
ve her Air. 
* Mil, Feel whether me — with your band before her dich. 
Roſe, No, Madam, N MC 
1 Wom. Look up, dear Madam, if you have anj hope of alva ö 
2 Vom. Hold up your finger, Madam, if you haye.any Hope 
rerniie, O che bleſſed Sint that hear me not, take her ort 


Eu) 
L. Enough; ſo, is wel, . 
onlie my dear L. remain, ' 
1 Nom: Lordſhip keep hex from ( 
Lord, Here humble otiedapain; beg ybur pardoti 05 2 


La. Heaven forgive you, and Ido: Stand up, my Lord and fit Ft 
by me: O this na W win her ſoon? 

No, Madam, but wit difficulti 

La. Tm glad on't; it wa ihe i! had in 18051 all 


my Precepts were not in 9. ; but you Me are 
AQ! a omg 


my Lord, where was en fir | 
7 A ag 
Y ot. Peer r c , Oh the ddes E 
t * my 
122 A e eee 


wl bel eee Rb vides by 
12588 11 ian 5 


4-5 good my Lord help, lead me out. 
e od yr , 


Nr con Fools?! bY doyou hi 22 8 5 


| taken ſuch 5 


Warn, T! pk 1 an 2 eater Po6l thith he; by 
&h 'hy | A great r him t 

ahem we gud Gold.) Look wo, be 

155 15 Aan dür wrath: Here res bx ou 

ve made 2 long Voyage _ * to kiſs hands”: and when 


the Match is made, there are an 100 more in * to be yout hum- 
ble Servants. 


Roſs. Rather than fall out With you, Fa ake um; but 1 confeſs it 
ee ſee ſolo ofal 2 Lover Have the eart of an Emperor. and 
yet* br &f a Cobler. © 


8+ N wel, wh it device can we two beget, betwixt us, to ſeparate 
thy Miſtreſs ? 
. 5 12 — on the Fadden tell; but 1 hate him worſe that foul 


L 12 


C29), 


chip datos great Buga, dome 20 Reims of 
1 0 5 Ls eee be der Bide Hep when 
t 0 311 07 


Ware. Where is it? Canſt thou help me to it I 1H 15. any 


. — . —— 
Sucre mabenn wascarryirig it to bien 

1 or it. Hate * if 4542 1 21 
Warn, $0, thisl will f im my Pocket: when. thou art aal db 
it,make two ort y ; tas loſt hehind: by Giomeans 


he nuſt of K Jaye the Townytorke dar tin em 


x 
22 ks Wachen 07 220 2 (19? 


eee March 0 5 x wt 
An "121 "4 


\ 


dee et bir . 55 le Roſe. 
vyqur pardon, I choughe had put um up among 
my Ladies things, a ang Mie hn date Lquite forgoe' um, ind laſt 
e A 14 ini: 420 WA 
Thins howbile dase! vier doyou think . 
on; ly as 1b. It n 1 ico £ as 
ney as Hoon the greotBexe =o wy Ladies Ehaqbar 1thepars tl 
I'm ſure. 
Sir ne Jeb. It muſt be ſo ——1 muſt take Poſt delt, \ 
Madam, for .{c ome few. dayes:Imuſt be abſent; *! 3 23412316 4 
— you, Friend, how much I truſt you, (116% 
I leave the deareſt pledge I — 2 on 1] 
My Miſtreſs, to your cage 
Wy If you low me, 49u would: teh debe to we me 
thus 
Warn. aſide. Do, go to Kent and when 0u-e6me again, 
Here they are — — 70 165 I Lr abe Paper, 
F 8 What's that you you have in your bad there 
irrah ? 
Warn. Pox, Whatill luck vas tlg! What ſhall ſay "Y 
Sir Mart. Sometimes you” ve tongue enough, — you filent? 
Warn. Tis an Accompt, Sir, of what * you have loſt r 
came to Town. 
Sir Mart, I'm verie glad ont: now Llmakeou all ler ihe ſexeri- 
tie of my Fortune give me the 


"arp? 


Paper.” 
90 7 Heaven | What does he mean to dv?.-xi novfair weic out, 
14 
Sie Jabs. Beſidess l kde, oder dne, * 1 10 . 


(28) 
Sir fort. Pray, oblige me, dir tis but one minute: all people 
jvc pie chi midornms ad I: wilt you prodce 


Warn. Dear Maſter f © N Mae 5:0, 1 

4 Als. Dear Raſcal! Am I: Maſter or you?” You Rogue! 

Warn. Hold yet, Sir, and let me read it: Lou cannot read my hand. 

Sir Mart. This is ever his way, to be diſparaging me, - but I'll let you 
ſee, Sirrah, that I can read your hand better than you your ſelf can. 

i Warns You'll repent there'sa trickvin't/Sir—'' 

Sir Mart, Is there ſu, Sirrahꝰ but Pll bring you out of all your tricks 
with a v 88 [ Reads, 
How now ! What's this? r Jebn 
Swallom Tati, lying and e in, ce 

Jir Fobn. This is verie Paper I had loft : E 
m verie glad on't, ie / has ſuy d me a moſt unweleom 
ro Iwill not thank you for the courteſie: which now I find you never 

bebe been arten n. I ſmolce it now —— 
—_ let me wait on you to your Father. 
well, of a Wittie Man, this was the fooliſheſt part that ever E 
Ex: Sir John, Milliſcnt;and. Roſe. 
gr” Le Lama Foel, mult o it, and I am the moſt miſerable 
one without thy help, but yet it was ſuelſ a _—_— is ante man 
t have made. 
arn: No doubt on t. 
Sir Mart. Peer elites! ci inline tn wounds me 
to the heart: "NN! 

Warn, L care not. 

Sir Mart. Wile thou nat help webt this (hae 
Ven. Sir, 1 kiſs yout hand, Thive other buſitiefs; / 

Sir Mart. Dear Warner ! 

Warn. 1 am inflexible. | 
Sir Mart. Then Fam reſolv'd I Il kill my ſelf. 

Warn. You are Maſter of ypur own Body. ; 

Sir Mart. Will you let me damn my Soul ? 

Warn. At your pleaſure, as the Devil and you can agree about it. 

«Sir Mart. D'ye lee, the Point's readie ? will _ do' — to ſave 
my life? 

Warn. Not in the leaſt. 

Sir art. Farewell, hard- hearted Warner. - 

Warn. Adieu, ſoft- headed Sir Martin. 

Arent. Is it poſſble? 

Warn. 9 don't you diſpatch, Sir ? why al theſe Preambles 
ir Mart. T'llſce: thee hang d fixlt :'Tknow thou wouldſt have me 
d, to get my Cloaths, - '! IWarn, 


4 


(ag) 


Warr. I knew it was but a Copie of your countenance 3 People lu 
this Age are not ſo apt to kill themſelves. | 

Sir Mart. Here are yet ten Pieces in my Pocket, take . and let's 
be Friends. 

Warn. You know the inch ot my diane and that ks ou 
work upon it ſo. Well, Sir, fos this once I caſt an of 10 
— you, but I muſt haue Ten more in n vn can ; 

cot. 

Sir Mart. As I am a true Gameſter, I have 
hut if chou'lt lend me them, I'll give em 


= Ware. PN rather truſt you till to morrow-; 25 * * a ** 
Once more look up, L bid you hope, the beſt. . | 
Why ſhould your Folly make 'your | 
1 LE. 
i n LD 0 Ti 
ACT. IV. 


| Enter Six Martin aud Warner, ; | 
1B. ane they be. married- this dey in pirate, * 


Wire. 'Tis de Sir, I dare aſſure _ 
Sir Mart. But why ſo bon, and in private 
Vun — propane the, actes upon hers Anphe, to” » 
fave the effuſion of- Chaiftian Mopey 

— Ie Arles to my bet alrcadle in fins Iam a dead man- 
—_ 4 . 

Warn, Well, go your wayes, rt tile what may be done, Look if he 
will fir now ?: your Rival and the old man will ſee us Wee 
juſtbel o the Window. May 

Sir Mart. Thou can'ſt not dot. 

Warn; Ona the peril of my twentie Pieces be it... 

Lr Mart. But I have found a way och thee out; truſt to my Wie 

t once. 

Warn, Name Wit, or 2 Yoo. have the leaſt grain of Wit 
once more, and I'll lay it down for 

Sir Mart. You arca ſaucie ma eric panivn, and fo 1leave you 


| t + veil | F * . LE. 
Vorn. Help, help, good People, murther, murther ! ad 
SC: exon n nf monty 100 2; N. 


PI 


11 91902T : 22am NE? 2207 No 5 


Sf Joh ad Mood. 


e321 bas M9 2281 Ever. Sir "I £39: 


- How now, what's hs matter? 1124 
an tarn'd for ever, Y M, 


= m/w 1h v WE 3 we 4 


Sir * e o ence ? 
Spe king! ef 23 7 
Sir John. ges 115: 193 f N 
— It was for — — belles vb ar Play; z Timcant im 


nothing but well, Heaven Aug and HEN A cut ſefl damm hunt, 
warns _ revenge hy ll po n me; uh — me, ok away my 
and t —— hands — 

"Mold. B 2 Wordtord' part, nay, Ithought no 
— could come on*t,when I heard d him at his Vow to Gads, and in 

nes. r 

Warn. But if IlivePll cri P with bw: he had engag'd me 
to get Mrs. Milliſent your Daugh for him ʒ hut if I do not all that ever 
I can to make her hate him great B Booble, an overgrown Oafe,a con- 
ceited Bartlemew. 


ir John, Prithee leave off thy Choler, — hear mea little: I have 
Tp rib thee eee _ — Service better 


than his, from this minute Tc _—_ the 6 
Warn, With all my heart} Ir; und 60 U ch-choumiee ther dy 


8 —— 
e ATC eee dere dag Raye 


o talk a thee rae: rk Nitniotie word wie-of this | 
Sten an 1 your YowTÞevvltc 3 Nu 


neither Pn oo Fate came wi in my doors. — 

e Nay. pray Father ©" 1 | 

37.5%. Good dil Ste be — 44coyolvink Urte i er ther 
dregs that I had left in me of my former $ Service, and r 
gone, my Stomach's clear of em. : 

Sir Jobn. 4 his Ge fire abriss Sie, You 
and E may go to prepare 'theLiceiite; arid in dhe men Rim de "ay 

£yc upon hter. 29. 
er Tf you: plea 10 AA. A 8 obo het tim the's dds, and then 
her te what Church u appbinit. | hn 10 

251 But, Fricnd: ed, Jr — 610 de veris loth 

to come along with,youand therefore! E beſt * IN bring 


her my ſelf. 


Hern. I warrant you I have a trick for that, Sir, we knows nothing of 
my 


(* 
| away,t Ne ber as 


ce Oh carrying he eee to ol 

* | ' N Angel — ;; "th « | _ ll * 8 
ed. 1h — ag n ol; ett 0 hoes ore, 
Fil fpeak bur one word ſot a Diſh 9555 Wwe uc elend ty 
tha Liceuge-Ofice- , Sirrah I you here —+2=4 727 55 
Farm. ſolue. Was there eve ſachs uckic 8 N h * 275 
n et think x had Ih, much gsgiow. 
d. I have now gain d a f I Mifircls Mi 
Hm fot my ns . means rah ede 
e e could e but m IT K thi 

Oit, 1 W YE: of a ch 


rebon u tem 
of. ui 


geb — on are der: whe p wy 5 do on 

r b "oy ll I 20h £ & Mb bas 1 14 vi 12 
11 En en -197 Meltchyet,” =P 

} 91 Biyjint 78. — JW 


225 388 do me che ; 1175 maT . — 
e to 7 


22 Gita,” or ita 10 1 
CE RT Eg of the next OY and 


- vet it your; ſet 6 * 
„ 
EL = 7 — 


be Ee Mel. 


10 


r ; ſome 
2 he to 


een ft path 
6 8 erent. 


"Me By 15 Mackings Ih there was no good in't, when I 
Faw in fixe there; there axe lome: Papiſh Sana that ſie in wait 
for my Daughter, or elſe they are no npfiſhi but ſome of your 
French Outalian Rogues: I owe; him thanks bomever this unknown 
Friend of mine, that told me ont. 


91 17777 


Warner, oo Wedding to day Wurner, 
Warn. Why, What's the matter, nh, 
Mood. I ſay no more, but ſome wiſer thap PETER my y dagh- 


Warn. 


ter at home this afternoon,and a fig for all thele Outalians, [Ex.Mood 


2 $6) here's 
the other was 


d: it muſt needs be 
4 ſpite, and 

mertie too, he 

what —— — 


arner. © } 2L 77 LL. 7 5 
r * * 1 10 Noi ch 08g e 


qo. nic g wou vst I Wy! 


{poil thy Projects, thy 3 for I have play d ſuch a 
Prize, without thy help, her- Wit, (tis true, I am 
haſtie ſametimes, and ſo e but er my 


no more to be thy == ſhale no more dare telt e, I 


— 1 2 II - 7 t, es neut me. goto 
point o nat I make thi ledye T hive bade lot 
that hes « Soul buck ) 1123 07 age There N 
Warn. Pray, Series gr bi ence of har me. 
[130 6 ie 


tion. * 
Sir Mart. Know then, V. 7, that when 1 eee ee 
with a terrible fear, that my 25 5 
Ito my ſe, and eee my Wi Tdid 
ſuch a Stratagem. 
Warn. what was jd" 4 eb. boc 
8 by | ee ee an een as Maou y, 
wherein I gave hith to underſtand, that if "his Daughter went out this 
aſternoon, ſhe would W FD; — hat lay 
in wait for her., a N n an met 
Warn. Verle g 
227 Mart. That which follows is yet pros z for hel _ aſſures me, 
that in that vente nick of time ny K. came; her Father was juſt 
2 her abroad with a verie oli rafcallic Fellow that was with 
Mm. 
Warn. Aud did you all this 2*gods nine? ceibid you Jorhis 
wonderful Miracle without your Soul to the Devil for hishdp ? 
Sir Mart. I tell thee Man I did it, and it was done by the help of no 
Devil, but this Familiar of my own brain; how long would it have 
been, er 77 could ſt have thought of 72 a | Project ? Martin aid to 
bis Man, N bor the Fool now! 


Wiatn. 


(33) 

Warn. Who's the Fool? Why who uſe to be the Fool? he that ever 
was ſince I knew him, and will ever be ſo! | 

Sir Mart. What a Pox ? I think thou art grown envious , not one 
word in my commendations ? 

Warn. Faith, Sir, my skill is too little to praiſe you, as you deſerve ; 
but if you would have it according to my*poor ability, You are one that 
had a knock in your Cradle, a conceited Lack-wit, a Defigning-aſs, a 
Haiz-btain*d Fop,a confounded Bufic-brain, with an eternal Wind- mill 
in it 3 this, in ſhort, Sir, is the Contents of your Panegyrick. 

Sir Mart, But what the Devil have I done, to ſet you thus againſt 
me? 

Warn. Only this, Sir, I was the fooliſh raſcally Fellow that was with 
Moody and your Worſhip was he to whom I was to being his daughter, 

Sir Mart. But how could I know this? I am no Witch. 

Meru. No, I'll be ſworn for you, you are no Conjurer. 
Will you go Sir ? | 

Sir Mart. Will you hear my juſtifications ? 

W2rn. Shall I ſee the back of you? ſpeak not a word in your de- 
fence. [ Shoves him. 

Sir Mart. This is the ſtrangeſt luck now [ Exit, 

Warn. I'm reſolv'd this Devil of his ſhall never weary me, I will 
overcame him, I willinvent ſomething that ſhall ſtand good in ſpite of 


Enter Lord. 


Tord. Here he is I muſt venture on him, for the tyranny of this old 
Lady is unſupportable, fince I have made her my Confident, there paſ- 
ſes not an hour, but ſhe paſſes a pull at my Purſe-ftrings; I ſhall be ruin'd 
if Ido not = my felt of her ſuddenly: I find now, by ſad experi- 
ence, that a Miſtreſs is much more chargeable than a Wife, and after a 
little time too, grows full as dull and infignificant : Mr. Warner ! have 
you a mind to do your ſelf a courteſie. and me another? 

Warn. Ithink, my Lord, the queſtion need not be much diſputed,for 
I have alwayes had a great ſervice for your Lordſhip, and ſome little 
kindneſs for my ſelf. , 

Lord. What if you ſhould propoſe Miſtreſs Chriftian as a Wife to 
your Maſter ? You know he's never like to compaſs t'other. 

Warn. I cannot tell that my Lord — 

Lord, 5901. are yours at the day of marriage. | 

Warn. 500 l. tis true, the temptation is very ſweet,and powerful ;, . 
the Devil, I conſeſs, has done his part, and many a good Murder an 
Treaſon have been committed at a cheaper ratez but yet 

Lord, What yet — F Wark. 
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Warn. To confefs the truth, I am reſolv'd to beftow my Maſter u 
on that other Ladie (as difficult as your Lordſhip thinks it) for the 
honour of my Wit is engag d in it: Will it not be the ſame to your 
Lordſhip, were ſhe married to anie other? 

Lord. The verie ſame. © 

Warn. Come, my Lord, not to diſſemble with you anie longer, I 
know where it is that your ſhoe wrings you: I have obſerv d ſomething 
in the houſe, betwixt ſome partics that ſhall be nameleſs : and-know 
that you have been taking up linnen at a much dearer rate , than you 
might have had it at anie Drapers in Town. 

Lord. I ſee I have not danc'd in a Net before you. 

Warn. As for that old Ladie, whom Hell confound,ſhe is the greateſt 
Jill in Nature, Cheat is her Studie, all her joy to coꝛen, ſhe loves nothing 

t her (elf, and draws all lines to that corrupted centre. 

Lord. I have found her out, though late: firſt, Ill undertake I n'er 
enjoy*d her Neece under the rate of 500 l. a time 3 never was Womans 
fleſh held up fo high: everie night I find out for a new Maidenhead, 
and ſhe has ſold it me as often as ever Mother Temple, Bennet, or Gif- 
ford, have put off boil'd Capons for Quails and Partridges. 

Warn. This is nothing to what Bills you'll have when ſhe's brought 
to Bed, after her hard bargain, as they call it ; then cram' d Capons, 
Pea-hens, Chickens in the greaſe, Pottages, and Frigacies, Wine from 
Sbatling, and La-fronds, with New-River, clearer by fix-pence the 
Pound, than ever God Almightie made it; then Mid wife Drie- 
Nurſe — Wet-Nurſe — and all the reſt of their Accomplices , with 
Cradle, Babie-clouts, and Bearing-cloaths—Poſſets, Caudels , Broth, 
— and Gravies and behind all theſe, Gliſters, Suppoſiters, and a 

rbarous Pothecaries Bill, more inhumane than a Tailors, | 

Lord. I ſweat to think on't. | 

Warn. Well, my Lord! chear up! Ihave found a way to rid you 
of it all, within a ſhort time you ſhall know more; yonder appears a 
young Ladie whom I muſt needs ſpeak with, pleaſe you go in and pre- 
pare the old Ladie, and your Miftreſs. 

Lord. Good luck, and 500 l. attend thee. [ Exit, 


Enter Millifent and Roſe above. 


Mil. I am refolv'd Ill pever mattie him! 

Koſ+e. So far you are right, Madam. 

Mill. But, how to hinder it, I cannot poſſiblie tell? For my Father 
preſſes me to it, and will take no denial : Wou'd I knew ſome way — 

Warn. Madam, I ll teach you. the veric neareſt, for I have juſt now 
found it out. 

Roſe. Are you there, Mr. Eitvleplot ?; Warm. 
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Warn, Studying to deſerve thee, Roſe, by my diligence for thy La- 
dies I ſtaud here, methinks, juſt like a Wooden Mercury, to point her 
out the way to Matrimonie. 

Koſe, Or, Serving man-like,readie tu carrie up the hot meat for your 
Maſter, and then to fall upon the cold your ſelf. 

Ham T know not what you call the cold, but I believe ſhall find 
warm Work an' t: in the firſt place then I muſt acquaint you, that [ 
have ſceminglic put off my Maſter, and entred my (elf into Sir Jobn's 


ſexy 
ie Molt excellent ! 
Wirn. And thereupon, but baſe —— [ Enter Mood. 


Mill. Something he would tell us, but ſee what luck's here 
Mood. How now, Sirrah ? are you fo great there alreadie ? 
Mill. 1 find my Father's jealous of him Rill ! | 
Warn, Sir, I was onlie teaching my young Ladie a new Song, ang if 
you pleaſe you ſhall hear it. 


SINGS. 


Make ready fair Lady to Night, 
And ftand at the Dore below, 
For I will be there 
Ta receive you with care, 
And to your true Loue you ſhall go. 


Mord. Ods bobs this is verie prettie. 
Mil. I, fo, is the Ladie's Anſwer too, if I could but hit on't. 


SINGS. 


Aud ben the Stars twinckle ſo bright, 
Fhew down ta the Dore will I creep, 


| To my Love will I 3 
E're the jealous can 
And leave my old D ly aſleep. 


Mood. Bodikins I like not that ſo well, to coſen her old Father; ie 


may be my own caſe another time. ; 
Roſe, Oh Madam! Yonder's your Perſecutor return d. 


Enter Sir John. © | | 
Mill. I'll into my Chamber, to _ the fight of him as long. as 1 
2 can; 


* 
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can; Lord! that my old doting Father ſhould throw me away upon 

fuch an Ignoramus, and deny me to fuch a Wit as Sir Matin. 

[ Ex. Mill. and Roſe from above; 
Mood. O Son |. here has been the moſt villainous Tragedy againſt 
ou. 

, Sir John. What Tragedy?has there been any blood thed fince C went? 
Mood. No blood ſhed, but, as I told. you, a moſt damnable Tragedy. 
Warn. A Tragedy! I'll be hang d if he does not mean — yoo 
Mood. Jack Sawce! if I ſay it is a Tragedy, it ſhall be a Tragedy, in 

ſpite of you, teach your Grandam how to piſs —what—1 hope I am 

old enough how to ſpout Engliſh with you, Sir? 
Sir John. But what was the reaſon you came not after me ? 
Mood. *T was well I did not, I ll promiſe you, there were thoſe would 
have made bold with Miſtreſs Bride; an' if ſhe had ſtir'd out of doors, 
there were Whipſters abroad, i'faith, Padders of Maidenheads , that 

would have truſs'd her up, and pick'd the lock of her affections, e'r a 

man could have ſaid, what's this ? but by good luck I had warning of 

it by a Friends Letter, | | 
Sir Fobn. The remedy for all ſuch dangers is eaſie, you may ſend for 

a Parſon, and have the buſineſs diſpatchꝰd at home. 

Mood. A match, i' faith, do you provide a Domine, and I'll go tell her 
dur reſolutions, and hearten her up againſt the day cf battel. [ Ex. 
Sir Jobn. Now I think on't, this Letter muſt needs come from Sir 
Martin; a Plot of his, upon my life, to hinder our marriage. 
Warn. I ſee, Sir, you'll till miſtake him for a Wit; but I am much 
ceiv'd, if that Letter came not from another hand. 
Sir John. From whom I prithee ? 21 | | 
Warn. Nay, for that you ſhall excuſe me, Sir, I do not love to make a 
breach betwixt perſons that are to be fo near related. 
Sir Fobn. Thou ſeem'ſt to imply, that my Miſtreſs was in the Plot. 
Warn. Can you make a doubt on't do you net know ſhe ever lovꝰd 
him, and can you hope ſhe has fo ſoon forſaken him? You may make 
your ſelf miſerable, if you pleaſe, by ſuch a marriage. 
Sir Fobn. When ſhe is once mine, her virtue will fecure me. 
Warn. Her virtue! y 
Sir Jobu. What, do you make a mock on't * 
Warn. Not I, I aſſure you, Sir, I thitk:it no ſuch jeſting matter. 
Sir Jobu. Why, is ſhe not honeſt ???: 
Warn. Yes, in my conſcience, is ſne, ſor Sir Martin'stongue's no 
flander. 
Sir Jobn. But does he ſay to the contrary? 
Warn. If one would believe him, which for my part 1 do not, he has 
in a manner conſeſs d it to ge Ad 
| ir 


3 
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Sir John. Hell and Damnation 

Warn, Courage, Sir, never vex your ſelf, ee you tis all a 
Lye. 

Sir Jobn. But how ſhall I be "ur'd "tis (o 

Warn. When you are married, you'll ſoon ke trial, whether ſhe 
be a Maid or no? 

2 Jobn. 1 do not love to make chat Experiment at my own 
0 
Warn. Then you mult never marry. | 
„1 1. I, but they have ſo many tricks to cheat a man, which are 
entail'd from Mother to Daughter through all Generations, there's no 
keeping a Lock for that Door for which eyery one has a Key., 

Warn. As for example, their drawing up their breaths with oh ! You 
hart me, can you be fo cruel? then the next day ſhe ſteals a Viſit to her 
Lover, that did you the courteſie beforehand, and in private tells him 
how the cozen'd you; twenty to one but ſhe takes out another Leſſon . 
with him to practiſe the next n ighe. 

Sir Fobx. All this while — ſt be their Mayr game. 

Warn. Tis well if 3 cape ſo; for commonly he Rrikes-in with 
you, and becomes your Friend 

Sir Jobn. Deliver me from fuck a Friend that ſtays behind with my 
Wife, when 1 gird on my Sword to go abroad. 

Warn. I, there's your man, Sir 3 beſides, he will be ſure to watch your 
haunts, and tell her of them, that if- occaſion be, ſhe may have where- 
withall to recriminate : at leaſt (he will ſeem to be a” of you, and 
who would ſuſpect a j ealous Wife ? Ot” 

Sir Fobn. All manner of wayes, Lam molt miſerable. 3 | 

Warn. But if ſhe be not a Maid when you mazry her, he mer make | 
a good Wie afterwards, tis but imagining zou have taken ſuch a mans 
Widow. 

Sir Jobn. If there were all; but the man will come and claim her 
again. 

bg, Examples bave been frequent” o of thoſe that hope be been wane. 
ton, and yet afterwards take up. | 

Sir Jobu. I; the ſame thing they took up before. 

Warn:The truth is, an honeſt ſimple Girl that's 1 of r 8 
maketh the beſt Matrimony : ; there is ſuch pet ein inſfructing F 
the beſts, there? s not. one Dynce in alle h beh 1 ine The | 
Fortune 

Sir Fobn. I, but where is ſhe, V. 3 1 * W 

Warn. Near enough, but that you arc 155 far ei 23 
Saͤir Fobn. E e = to one SO mis given me my the rap & os 

* beforchand? 577 
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are., What think, you, then of Mis. Chritias licte jo the houſe? 
Thbre n 5c l. ind & Pelett pg. 
Sir John. I, but is ſhe Fool enough? 4 3 | 
Warn. She s none of the Wiſe Virgins, I can aſſure you. 
Sir Fcbn, Dear Warner, lep into the next Room, and inveigle her 
out this way, that I may ſpeak, to her. | | 
Warn. Remember, above all things, you keep this Wooing ſecret z 
if he takes the leaſt Wind, old Moody will be ſure to higder it. | 
Sir Jahn, Doſt thou think I ſhall get her Aunts conſeat? 
Warn. Leave that to me. op ah . [ Ex.Waro. 
Sir Jobn. How happie a Man ſhall I be, if I can but compaſs this! 
and what a Precipice five 1avoided ! then.the Revenge too is. ſweet, to 
ſteal a Wife ynder her Fathers nofe, and leave um io the lurch who has , 
abus d me: Well, fuch a Servant, as this Warner, is a Jewel. 


Enter Warner aud Mrs Chriſtian ta bim. 


IWarn, There the is, Sir, now T'll go to prepare her Aunt. 
Sir John. Swert Miſtreſs, I am come to wait upon you · 
Chr. Trulie you are too good to wait on mee. 

Sir John. And in the condition of a Suitor. 
Chr. As how, ſorſooth? 2 
Sir Fobn. To be ſo happie as to marxle you. 
Chr. O Lord, I would not matrie for anĩe thing! . 
Sir ohn. Why? ?tis the honeft end of Woman-kind. - 
' Chr, Twentie Years hence, forſooth”: I would not Tie in Bed with a 
Man for a Wazld, their Beards it will {6 prickle one. 
Sir Jobn. Pab, — What ar. innocent Girl it is, and verie Child! I 
like a Colt that never yet was back'd ; for fo 1 hall make her what 1 
lit, and mould her as L will; Lord! her innocencie makes me laugh 
my cheeks all wet. — Sweet Ladle [l' dfides 
Chr. Pm but a Gentlewoman, forſooth. : 


Fir Fobn. Well then, ſweet! Miſtreſs, if 1 get your Friends conſent, 
ſhall I have yours? | eee, ee, aw cy 

Chr. My old Ladie may do what ſhe will, forſooth,but by wy trulie, 

I hope the will have more care of me, than to marrie me yet; Lord 
bleſs me, What ſhould I do with a Husband #0 

Sir fohn. Well, Sweet. heart, then inſtead of Wooing you, I muſt 

Wooe my old Ladie. 2 SY | 

® Chr. Indeed, Gentleman, my old Ladie 1s married dreadic: crie you 

mercje, forſooth, I think you are a Knight, rs 


Sir Fubu. Happie in that Title onlie to make you Ladie. . 
Chr, Believe me, Mr. Knight, I would not be a Ladie, it makes Folks 
ptoud\and ſo humc rous, and ſo ill Huswifes,forfooth, Sir 


( 39) | ; 


| Sir Jobn. Pah, —ſhe's a Babie, the ent 2 Lr exer yet I 
knew, the dappictt Man I ſhall be in the W ld 1 have my 
Wiſh, it ſhould be to keep School, and wi All . and 2 
in one my Wiſh it is abſoly'd, 


Enter Ladie Dupe. 


La. Dupe. By your leave; Sit: I hope this noble Kai will make 
you happie, and you make him. | 

Chr. What ſhould T make him? p ſighing. 

La. Dupe. Marrie, you ſhall make him happie in a Ny Wife. 

Chr, I will pot Marrie, Madam. 

La. Dupe. You Fool! 

Sir Jobn. Pray, Madam, let me ſpeak with you, on my Soul *tis the 


prettiꝰſt innocent ſt thing i the. World 
La, Dupe. Tadeed Sir ie knows, e beſides ber Work, and her 
Prayers 3 but I' tal with the Fool. - 
Sir Fobn. Deal gentlie with her, dear e 
La. Dupe. Come, Chriſtian, Will not yoy marrie this noble Knight ? 
Chr. es, Yes, Yes. ——- Lew ly. 
La. Dupe. Sir, it ſhall be to night. 
Sir Foba, This Ipnocence is a Dowrie beyond all p 
| L Ex. Old Ladie, 4 Mrs, Chriſtiane. 


Enter Sir Martin, and Sir John, muſing.. - 


Sir Mart. Youare v n methinks, Sir. 

Sir Jobn. You are miſtaken, 8 | 

Sir Mart. You may difeble a as you pleaſe, but Mrs. Mio t lies at 
the bottom of your heart. 

Sir John. My heart, I affure you, has no room for ſo poor a trifle. 

Sir Mart.Sure you think to wheadle me, would you have me imagine 
you do not love her? 

Sir John. Love her! Why ſfiould you think me ſuch a Sot? love a 
Proſtitute, and infamous Perſon ! 

Sir Mart. Fair and foft, good Sir Jobn. 

Sir Jobn. You ſee I am no verie obſtinate Rival, I leave the Field 
free to you: go on, Sir, and purſue your good Fortune, and be as hap- 
pie as ſuch a common Creature can make thee. 

Sir Mart. This is Hebrew-Greek to me 3 but T muſt tell you, Sir, I 
will not ſaffer my Divinitic to be prophan'd. by ſuch a tongue as yours. 

Sir John. Believe it, what'er I fay, I can quote my Author for. 

Sir Mart. Then, Sir, Whoever. told it you, Iy'd in his throat, d um 

e, 


r 
Swen in that dye lee. in his Stomach,and his Gyts d'ye fee 
e e e erſon] he's 4 Son of 7 chat lad ir and 
male him cat his words, though he ſpoke em in a Privie- houſe. 
Sir Jobn, What if Warner told me ſo? I hope you'll grant him to be 
2 competent Judge in ſuch a buſineſs, 1 N 
Sir Mart. Did that precious Naſcal ſay itꝰ Now I think on't, Ill not 
believe jou; in fine, Sir, I'll hold you an even Wager he denies it. 
ir Fob. Vll lay you ten to one, he juſtifies it to your face. 
| 105 art, I'll make him give up the ghoſt under my fiſt, if he does 
2 RARE RAC Back 
Str Fobn. Ill cut off his ears upon the ſpot, if he does not ſtand to't. 


TE „ d e 17 er Wanne. | 
Sir Mart. Here he comes in Pudlling - time ty reſolve the queſtion: 
rome hither; you lying Varlet, hold up your hand at the Bar Juſtice, 
and anſwer me to what I ſhall deman . * 
Warn, What a 77 the matter, Sin?! 
Sit Mart. Thou ſpa wn of the old Serpent, fruitful in nothing but in 
yes* - * K e „ Ho 
Warn. A verie fair beginning this. ee NS 
Sir Mart. Didiſt thou dare to caſt ' thy venom upon ſuch a Saint as 
Mrs. Milliſent, to traduce her virtue, and ſay it was adulterate ? 
Warn. Not guiltie, my Lord. 
Sir Mart, I told you ſo .: e TNA 
Sir Jobn. How, Mr. Raſcal! have you forgot what you ſaid but now 
concerning Sir Martin, and Mrs. Miliſent ? I'll ſtop the lye down your 
throat, if you dare deny t. gt” ads S 
Sir Mart. Say you ſo! are you there agen i faith? | 
Warn. Pray pacific your ſelf, Sir, twas a Plot of my own deviſing. 
Sir Mart. Leave off your winking and your pinking, with a Horſe- 
pox t*ye, Il underftand none of it; tell me in plain Eng/if the truth 
of the buſineſs: for an*.you were my own Brother, you ſhould pay for 
it: belie my Miftreſs ! What a Pox d'ye think I have no ſenſe of honor? 
Warn. What the Devil's the matter w'ye ? either be at quiet, or Tl! 
reſolve to take my heels, and be gone. ; | 
Sir Mart. Stop Thief there ! What did you think to ſcape the hand 


| 


of Juſtice? | [ Lays bold on him. 
The beſt on' t is, Sixrah, your heels are not altogether ſo nimble as your 
tongue, $5 HY © [ Bears bim. 


ara. Help! Murder! Murder! 
Sir Mart, Confeſs, you Rogue, then. 
Warn. Hold yout hands, I think the Devil's in you, — I tell you tis 

a device of mine. | Sir 
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Sir Mart. And have you no body is deviſe iton but my Miſtreſs, the 
very Map of of * Innocen&@? - 

Fi John. Moderate your avger; good Sir Mas. lac! 
sir Aguri. B your patience, Sir, I chaſtiſe him abundantly. 

Sir Jobn. That's a little too much, Sir, by your fayor, to beat him in 
my preſence, 

Sir Mart. That's a good one, Phaich, your preſence ſhall hinder me 
from beating my own Servant? 

Warn, O Traytor to all ſenſe and reaſon ! ! he's going to diſcover that 
too. 
| Sir Mart. An' Thad a mind to beat hime to Mummie, he wy own, I 

ope. 

Nw John. At preſent I muſt tell you he s mine, Sir. 

Sir Mart. Hey day! here's fine jugling ! | 

urn. Stop yet: Sir, you are Juſt pon the brink of vProcipice-” 

Sir Mart. What is't thou meaneſt yow ? — ah Lord my mind miſ-— 
gives me I have done ſome fault, but would I were hang'd if I can find 
it out. 1 Hide, 

Warn.” There's no making him ene me. 

Sir Mart. Pox on't, come what will, I 'l not be 1 down with 2 
Lye; I fay he is my Man. 

Sir John. Pray remember your ſelf — 5 did not you turn bim 
away for ſome fault lately, and laid a Livery of black and blue on his 
back before he went ? 

Sir Mart. The Devil of any fault, or any black and blue that I re- 
member : either che Raſcal put ſome trick upon you, or you woule up- 
on me. 

Sir Jobs. O, ho,then i it ewe the cudgelling and turning away, were 
pure invention; I am glad I underſtand it. 

Sir Mart. In fine, it's all ſo damn'd a Lye.—— 

Warm Alas! he has forgot it, Sir, good Wits, you know , have bad 
memories. 

Ji Jahn. No, no, Sir; that ſhall not ſerve your turn, you may return 
when you pleaſe to your old Maſter, I give you fair difcharge, and a 
glad Man I am to be ſorid of you: were you thereabouts Praith? what 
a Snake I had entertain d into my boſom ? Fare you well, Sir, and lay 
your next Plot better between you, I adviſe you - 1 i: ¶ Ex. Sir John. 

Warn. Lord, Sir, how you ſtand! as you were nipꝰd irh*head ; have 
you: done any new piece of folly, that makes you Jook 0 like n | 
Aſs? 

Sir Mart. Here's three pieces of Gold yet, if I had the heart to of- 


fer it thee, 
U Held the Gold 14 of poking 


* 
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— Noble Sir, what have I done to deſerve fo grea at 6 liberally + 
I confeſs if you had beaten mefor my own fault,if % Na had Ufterly.« 
ſtroy d all my projects, then it might haꝰ bin cxpetke that 10 or 20 
pieces ſhould have been offer'd by way of recompence or fatisfaftion-- 

Sir Mart. Nay, on'you be fo full o'your Flowts, your Friend and 
Servant; who the Devil could tell the meaning of your ſigns. and to- 
kens, an you go to that? 

Warns You are no Als then? | 

Sir Mart. Well, Sir, to do you ſervice, d'ye ſee, Iam an AGG in a 
fair way will that ſatishe ou? 

Warn. For this once, produce thoſe three Pieces, I am contented to- 
receive that inconſiderable tribute; or make em fix, and Fl take the 
fault upon my ſelf. 

Sir Mart. Are we Friends then? if we are, let ** 7ou.— 

Warn. Yet adviſing —— 

Sir Mars, For no harm, good V arner : but pray 4 time make me 
of your Council, let me enter into the buſineſs, inſtruct me in every 
point, and then if 1diſcover all, Lamrcſoly'd to give over affairs, and 
retire from the warld; - 

Warn. Agrecd, it ſhall be ſo; but let us now take * 1 ä 


Then on agen. 


— or though we bad the worſt, thoſe beats JOY 
eme lt: "+ 


ACT. v. 
| Hier hart, Zody Dupe cher, Cheibigne Rand Mares 


Lows, Our ptomiſe ' isadmirably-inade good to me; that Sir Jan 
1 Swan would be this- — 10 Mis. Cbriſſiou 
inſtead or chat, he is more deeply di tha ever with old Nach. 
urn. I cannot help — and 264 flows Fortune. 

Dl. Dupe. am fureimy Niete luffors mol inlei heis ot off to her 
with a cd Ctuipheim ent vf a mitt alie in his Miri (is vlrtud, which he 
has — — dy your Mafters/folly}to he M lot of * 
rate them 
br. To be forfaktn when ia MWD n has give her cbnſent | 
Lord. # the ſame horn, as * have a Town render d up, and after- 

ed. 


1.1 


ou are a ſweet Woh, Sir, to uſe my Lady fo, when ſhe de- 
pended 
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pended on you J chis the Faith of aValet de Chambre ? I would be 
'abato'd to de ſhch a dithonour td my Profeſſion ; it wilt refle c upon 
us in time, we ſhall be rujn d by your good example. | © 
Moarn. As how my deat Lady Emhaſſadreſs? | 

Roſe, Why, they fay the women govern their Ladies, and you go- 
vern us: fo if you play fait and loofe, not a Gallant will bribeus for our 
good wills; the gentle Guivy will now go to the Ordinary, which us'd 
as duly to ſteal into our hands at the Stair · foot, as into Me. Doctors at 


parting. ' . N 
Lord. Night's come, and I expect your promiſe. 
La. Dupe. Fail Aich wei yoa think good, Sir. 
Chr. 1 give no more time. 
Roſe. And if my Miſtreſs go to Bed a Maid to night. 


Warn, Hey-dey ! You are dealing with me, as they do with the Ban- 
kers, call in 1 you debes togerber ; tl 1 o poſſibllit)j 5 payment 
at this rate, but I'll coin for you all 46 faft as T cab, L affure you. 

money, as 


Lo. Dupe. But you muſt not think to pay us with fe 
you Lal hitherto Pf : 
Roſe. Leave off your Monntebank tricks with us, and fall to your 
buſineſs in good earneſt. Ein br aa ae i 1 
Warn. Faith, and J will Roſe 3 for,to cofeſs the truth, I m Rind 
of a VMountebank, I Werde cure for all your 15 the is, that 
my Maſter may marry Mrs. Vfilliſeni, for then Sir John Swaltow will of 
himfelf return to Mrs. Chrift ian. | 
Lord. He ſayes true, and therefore we muſt all be helping to that de- 


* Warn. ll put you uponi ſomethin e me but a thinking time. In 
the firſt place, get a Warrant and galt dae Sir John Swallow upon 
a promiſe of Marriage to Mrs. Chriſtian. | 

Lord. Very good. 

La. Dupe. We'll all ſwear it. 

Warn. I never doubted your Ladifhip in the leaſt, Madam for 
the reſt we will conſider hexeaſter. | 

Lord. Leave this to us. [W Ex. Lord, Lady Dupe, Mill. Chr. 

Warn. Roſe, where's thy Lady? NN | 

Mill, What have you to ſay to her? 

—— Only to tell you, Madam, I am going forward in the great 
wor tion. | 33 

Mil. 1 know not whether you will deſerve my thanks when the 
en. Kiara] bepe you we eee if eh 

urn. you are not become iudifferent to my Matter. 

Mil. If he ſhould prove a Fool after all your crying up his Wit, I 

ſhall be a miſcrable woman. — | | 


62 . Farn, 
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art. AFool! that were a good jeſt i faith: but how comes gear 
'La fin to ſuſpect it? 

Roſe. 1 have heard, Madam, y ur greateſt Wits bare ever a touch of 
madneſs and. extravagance in them, ſo perhaps has he. 

Warn. There's nothing more diſtant than Wit and Follie, yet like 
Eaſt and Weſt, they may meet in a point, and produce actions that are 
but ahaiss breadth from one another, 

Roſe. 1 'I undertake he has wit enough to make one laugh at him a 
whole day together: he's. a moſt Comical perſon. _ - 

Mil. For all this 1 will not ſwear he is no Fool; he has Kill diſco- 
covered all your Plots. - 

Warn, O Madam, that's the common Fate of your Machivilians, they 

4344 ir deſigns ſo ſubtile, that their very fineneſs breaks them. 
e I'm xeſoly d to be on the ſure fide, I will haye cer- 
tain his wit beforeI marric him. 

A gay Madam, I' give you one, he wears his cloaths like a great 
Sloven, and that's a ſure ſign of wit, he neglects his outward parts 3 be- 
fides, he ſpeaks French, lings, dances, plays upon the Lute. 

Nil. Does he do all this, ſay you 2 1 
Harn. Mol Aurel een f 

Mid, 1 ask no morę, theo let Nan ive me a Finn J 
+ but let him fland in the view, I'll not be cheatet. 

Warn. He ſhall do't Madam: but how, the Devil kiows—for he 

like a Scritch-Owl, and never touch'd the Lute. 

Mill. You'll ſee't perform d? ; 

: Warn, Now Ithink on't, Madam, this will but retard our enterprize. 

. Mil, Either let him do't, or ſee me no more. 

Harn. Well, it ſhall be done, Madam; but where's your Father? will 
not he over-heari it? 

Mill. As good hay is, he's below Stairs, talking with a ra that 
has brought hun news from the Eaſt-Iudies. 

Warn. What concernment can he have there? 2 

Mill. He had a Baſtard, 1 Jon there, whom he loved extremelte: but 
not having any news from him theſe many Years, concluded him dead, 
this —— he expects within theſe three dayes, — 

#. When did he ſee him laſt ? © | 
5 Not ſince he was feven Tears old. 
| +, A ſudden th into my head, to make him appear 
| = is time 3 leti NS paſs for him, aud by that means he may 


eh ſaßpe 71 F ather, or bis Rival. 
94g 55 e 1 e js Srretnade, 1 N you — 
| malte e f. r Mill. from above. 

_. Boſe, 1 inſtruct him = rarelie, he (hall 55 fonnd out; but 
in the mn time, what win thou do with a Serenade? Varun. 
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Warn.Faith,I am a little non · plus d on the ſudden, but a warm con- 
ſolation from thy lips, Roſe, would ſet my wits a working again. 

Rofe. Adieu, Warner. OR Ex. Roſe. 

Warn. Inhumane Roſe, adieu. * 
Blockhead Warner, into what a Premunire haſt thou brought thy ſelf; 
this tis to be ſo forward to promiſe for ariother—but to be Godfather 


to a Fool, to promiſe and vow he ſhauld do any thing like a Chriftian. — 
| Enter Sir Martin. 


Sir Mart. Why, how now Bullie, in a Brown Studie? for my good 
I warrantit 3 there's five ſhillings for thee, what, we muſt encourage 
good Wits ſometimes, 1 

Warn, Hang your white pelf: ſare, Sir, by your largeſs you miſtake 
me for Martin Parker, the Ballad-Maker , your covetouſneſs has offend- 
ed my Muſe, and quite dull'd her. | 

Sir Mart, How angrie the poor Devil is? in fine, thou art as cho'e- 
rick as a Cook by a Fire: ſide. 

Warn. I am oyer-heated, like a Gun, with continual diſcharging my 
Wit: life, Sir, I have rarifi'd my brains for you, till they are evapora- 
ted 3. but come, Sir, do ſomething for your ſelf like a Man, Ihave en- 
gag q you (hall give to your Miſtreſs a Serenade in your proper perſon :. 
Il borrow a Lute for you. 

Sir Mart. Ill warrant thee Pll do't man. 

Warn. You never learn't, I do not think you know one ſtop: 

Sir Mart. Tis no matter. for that, Sir, ll play as faſt as I can, and 
never ſtop at all. | i | 

Warn. Go to, you are an invincible Fool T ſee get up into your 
window, and ſet two Candles by you, take my Landlords Lute in your 
hard, and fumble on't, and make grimaces with your mouth, as it you 
ſung 3 in the mean time, I'll play in the next Room in the dark, and 
conſequentlie your Miſtreſs, who will come to her Balconie over againſt 
you, will think it to be you; and at the end of every Tune, I'll ring 
the Bell that hangs between your Chamber and mine, that you may 
know when to have done. | ; 

Sir Mart. Why, this is fair Play now, to tell a man before - hand what 
he muſt do; Gramercie i' faith Boy, now if I fail thee — 

Warn. About your buſineſs then, your & iſtreſs and her Maid appear 
atreadie : I'll give you the ſign with the Bell when Tam prepar'd, for 
my Lute is at hand in the Barbers ſhop. L Exeunt. 


Entry 


| 4 
Eine Milliſent Rott, nb Cond by* em above. 


Roſe. We ſhall have rare Muſick. 

_ I wiſh it prove ſo; for I ſuſpe& the Knight can reicher play 
nor ſing, 

Koſe But if he does, you're bound to pay the Muſick, Madam. 

Mil. T'll not believe it, except both my ears and Nes are witneſſes. 

Roſe, But tis night, Madam, and you cannot ſee em; yet he nay 
play admirably in the dark. 

Mill. Where's my Father? 

Roſe. You need not fear him, he's ſtill employ'd with that ſame Sea · 
man, and I have ſet Mrs, Chriſtian to watch their difcoutſe,that betwixt 
her and me Warner may have wherewithall to inſtru his Maſter. 

Mil. But yet there's fear my Father will find out rhe Plot. 

Roſe, Not in the leaſt,for my old Lady has provided two rare diſgut» 
ſes for the Maſter and the Man. 

Mil. Peace, Ihear them beginning to tune the Lute. 

Roſe. And ſee, Madam, where your true Knight Sir Martin is plac'd 
vonder like Apollo, with his Lute in his hand, and his Rays about his 
head. Sir Martin appears af the adverſe Window, 

| Aue p 254. when it dae, Warner 
rings, and Sir Martin bold. 
Did he not play moſt excellently, Madam ? | 

a He play'd well, and yet methinks he held his Lute but unto- 

wardly 
Roſe, Dear Madam, peace; now for the Song. 


THE SONG, 


Lind Love to this hour 
Had never like me, a Slave under bis power. 
Then bleſt be the Dart 
That he threw at my heart, 
For nothing can prove LE 
A joy ſo-great as to be wounded with Love. 


1 24 e 


My Days and my Night 

Are filPd to the pure wit 3 and frights 1 
From my beart ſtill 
And my eyes are ner 

So that Cupid be prais 4, 

1 am t0 the top of Love's 'boppineſs raid 


1 (4) 
SoxP:' all on fire, 
og that I bave . pleoſure to dote and deſire, 
Such a pretty ſoft pain, 
That it tickles each vein, 
'Tis the dream of a ſmart, 
Which makgs me breathe ſhort when it beats at my heart. 


Fometimes. in 4 Pet, 
When I am deſpir d, I my freedom would get; 
But ftreight a. [weet mil: 
Does my anger beguile, 
And my heart does recall, 
Then the more I do ſtruggle, the lower I. fal. 


Heaven does not impart 
Such a grace as to love unto ev” ry ones beart;; 
For many may wiſh 
To be wounded and miſs : 
Tben bleſt be Loves fire, 
And more bleſt ber eyes that firft tanght me deſire. 


The Song being done, Warner rings agen; but Sir Martin continue fumb- 
ling, and gazing on bis Miftreſe. 


Mil. A pretty Bumor'd Song — but ſtay, methinks he plays and 
fings ſtill, and yet we cannot hear him. Play louder, S ir Martin, that 
we may have the fruits on't. 

Warn. peeping. Death this abominable Fool will ſpoil all agen. Dam 
him, he ſtands making his Grimaces yonder, and he looks ſo earneſtly 

n his Miſtreſs, that he hears me not. | Rings agen. 

Mill. Ah, ah! have I found you out, Sir?now-as Ilive and breathe;this 
ispleaſant,Ryſe, — his Man play d and fang for him, and he, it ſcems, did 
not know when he ſhould give over. [ Mill. and Roſe laugh. 
Mur. They have found him out, and laugh yonder, as if they would 
fplic their fides. Why Mr. Fool, Oaf, Coxcomb, will you hear none of 
your natnes ? 

Ml. Sir Martin, Sir Martin, take your Mans counſel, and keep time 
Mt © Syn Bi! what do youfay, Madam? how. does 
*. art.'pe Hah! what do you tay, m oes your 
Ladiſhip Hike ty! Muſick? | 6 5 
MMI. O molt heavenly! juſt like the harmony of the Spheres, that is 
to he ad mired, and never heard. 

Warn. You have ruinꝰd all, by your not feaving off in time. 


* 


Str 


| | | 
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Sir Mart. Wbat the Devil won dyes ou have a Man do,whenmy hand 


is in! well, o'my conſcience, 1th 


Mil. Look, Roſe, what's the matter. 

Koſe, Tis Sir John Swallow, purſu'd by the Bayliffs, Madam: accord» 
ing to our Plot; it ſeems they have dog'd him thus late to his lodging 

Mill. That's well! ſor — not to love this Fools yet 1 
am glad I ſhall be rid on him. IE. Milt: Roſe. 


there is 2 —_— me. 


Noiſe within, 


Enter Sir John, purſu d by the _— over the &. tage. 


Sir Mart. Now T'Il redeem all agen, my Miſtreſs ſhall fee my Valor, 
I'm reſoly d on't, Villains, Rogues, Poultrouns ! what ? three upon 
one? in fine, 111 be with you immediately. Ex, 

Warn, Why, Sir, are you ſtark mad ? have you no grain of ſenſe left > 
he's gone * now is he as earneſt in the quarrcl,as'Cokes among the Pup- 
pets 3 *tis to no purpoſe, whatever I do for him. [ Ex. Warner. 


Enter Sir John and Sir Martin ( havin „e amay 
the Bayliffs ) Sir Martin flouriſbeth bis Smord. 


Sir Mart. Vittoria! Vittoria ! what heart, Sir Joby, you have receĩ- 
ved no harm, I hope? 

Sir John. Not the leaſt, I thank you Sir for your timely aſſiſtance, 
which I will requite with any thing but the reſi igning of. my Miſtreſs 
Dear Sir Martin, a good night. | 

Sir Mart. Pray let me wait upon you in, Sir Joby, 1 

Sir Jobn. I can find my way to Mrs. Milleſent without you, Sir, I 
thank you. 

Sir Mart. But pray, what were you to be Arreſted for ? 

Sir Jahn. I know no more than you; ſome little debts, perhaps, I left 
anpaid by my negligence : once more good night, Sir. Ex. 

Sir Mart. He's an ungrateful Fellow 3 and Io in fine, I ſhall tell him 
when I ſee him next — Monſieur — [ Enter Warner. 


"Warner, A propos! I hope you'll applaud me now, I have defeated the 


Enemy. and that in fight of my Miſtreſs ; Boy, I have charm'd her, 
faith, with my Valor. | 
Warn. L. juſt as much as you did e'n now with your Muſick': 1 80, jon 
are Io beaſtly a Fool, that a chiding is thrown away upon ou. 

Sir Mert. Fool in your face, Sir; call a Man of Honor Fool, when I 
have juſt atchieved ſuch an enterpriꝛe Gad now my eee up, I 
ama dangerous perſon, I can tell you that, Varner. / 

: Varn. Poor Animal, I pity thee. 


Sax 


| (49) 

+ Sir Mart, grant Tam no Mufician, but you muſt allow me for a. 
Sword-man, I have beat em bravelie 3 and, in fire, I am come off un- 

hurt, ſave only a little ſcratch i*th*head. 
Warn. That's impoſſible, thou haſt a Scull fo thick, no Sword can 
terce it 3 but much good may't d'ye, Sir, with the fruits of your Va- 
oy: — reſcu'd your Rival when he was to be arreſted, on purpoſe to 

m o | 


ff from your Miſtreſs. 
Sir Mart, Why, this is ever the Fate of ingenious men 4 nothing 
thrives they take in hand. | [ Enter Roſe. 


Roſe; Sir Martin, You have done your buſineſs with my Ladie, ſhe'll 
never look upon you more 3 ſhe ſays,ſhe's ſo well ſatisfied of your Wit 
Courage, that ſhe will not put you to any further trial. 

Sir Mart. Warner, is there no hopes, Warner ? 
; Warn. None that I know. | 

Sir Mart. Let's have but one civil Plot more before we part. 

Warn. *Tis to — — 

Roſe. Yet if he had ſome golden Friends that would engage for him 
the next time | 
- Sir Mart Here's a Jacobus and a Carolus will enter into Bonds for me. 

Roſe. Pll take their Royal words for once. { She fetches 2 diſgniſer. 

Warx. The meaning of this, dear Roſe, . | 
- Roſe. *Tis in purſuance of thy own invention, Forner 3 a child whic 
thy wit bath upon me: but let us loſe no time, help! help ! dreſs: 
thy Maſter, that he may be Anthony, old Moedy's Baſtard, and thou his, 
come from the Esft-Indier. | 
Sir Mart. Hey-tarock-it—now we ſhall have Roſes device too, 1 
long to be at it, pray let's hear more on't. R 

ofe. Old Moody, you muſt know, in his younger Years, when he was 
a Cambridge Scholar, made bold with a Townſmans daughter there, hy 
whom he had a Baſtard, whoſe name was Anthony, whom you, Sir Mar- 
tin, are to reprefenc. | fon Loath , 

Sir Mart. I warrant you, let me alone for Tony: but pray go on, Roſe. 

' Roſe. This child in his Fathers time he durſt not own, but bred him 
privatelic in the Iſle of Ehn, till he was ſeven Years old, and from thence. 
ſent him with one Bona venture a Merchant for the Eaft-Indres. 

Warn. But will not this over- burden your memorie, Sir? : 

Sir Mart. There's no anſwering thee any thing, thou think ſt I am 
good for nothing Tx 

Roſe. Bonaventure dy d at Surat within two Years, and this Aub 
has liv'd up and don in the Countrey, unheard of by his N- 
ther till this night, and is e within theſe three dayes: now 1K 
you can paſs for him, you may have admittance into the houſe, and 
make an end of all the buſineſs before the other Aber ue — 


., (50) 
. Warn. But hold, Roſe, there's one conſiderable Point omitted; what 
was his Mothers name? 
Raſe. That indeed I had 3 her name was Dorothy, daughter to 
one Draw-water a Vintner at the Roſe. | 
Warn.” Come, Sir, are you perfect in your Leſſon? Anthony Moody, 
born in Cambriuge, bred in the Ile of Ely, fent into the Mogals 2 
trey at ſeven Years old with one Bonauenture a Merchant, who 
within two Years; your Mothers name Dorothy Dram-water, the Vint- 


ners daughter at the Koe. 
Sir Mart. I have it all ad — what do'ft think I'm a Sotꝰ but 
ſtay a little, how have I liv'd all this while in that fame Countrey ? 
Warn, What Countrey ? Pox, he has forgot alreadie —— 


Roſe. The Moguls Countrey. 

Sir Mart. I, I, the Magul: Countrey ! what the Devil, any man may 
miſtake a little, but now I have it perſect: but what have I been doing 
all this while in the Mogul. Countrey ? he's a Heathen Rogue, I am 
afraid I ſhall never hit upon his name. 

Warn. Why, you have been paſſing your time there, no matter how, 

. Roſe. Well, it this paſſes upon the old man, PU bzing your buſineſs 
about agen with my Miſtreſs, never fear it; ſtay you here at the door, 
Fll go tell the old man of your arrival. | C 

Warn. Well, Sir, now play your part exactlie, and I Il forgive all your 
n ly lips of Youth — how perem 

Sir Hang em, they were only ſlips outh — how - 
ptoric and — this Rogue is ! how he ſees J have need of his 
Krvice:. would I were out of his power agen, J would make him lie at 
my feet like any Spaniel. 


Euer Moody, Sir Jobn, Lord, Lady Dupe, Miliſent, Chriſtian, Raſe. 


Mood. Is he here alreadie, fay*ft thou > which is he? 

Roſe.” That Sun-burn'd Gentleman. 

Mood. My dear Boy Anthony, do I ſee thee agen before Idie? we 
com, welcom. | 

Sir Mart My dean Father, I know it is you by inſtinct, for methinks 
Lam as like you as if I were ſpit aut of your mouth. 

Roſe. Keep it up I beſeech your Lordſhip, LAH ute to the Lord. 

Lord. He's wond*rous like indeed. . 

La. Dape. The very image of him. | 
- Mood. Anthony, you mutt ſalute alFthis Companie :: this is my Lord 
Par. mouth, this my Ladic Dupe, this her Niece Mrs. Chriſt ian. 

1501 [ He ſalutes them. 

Sir quem And that's my Siſter, metbinks1 have a good reſemblance 

ef her too: honeli Siſter, L muſt needs kiſs you Siſter. Worn. 


(9 
Warr. This Fool will diſcover himſelf, T foreſee it alreadie by his 


catriage to her. = 
Mood. And now Ambony, pray tell's a little of your Travels. 

Sir Mart, Time enough tor thit, forſooch Father, but I have ſuch a 
natural aſſection for my Siſter, that methinks I could live and die with 
her: give me thy hand ſweet Sifter. 

Sir Jobn. She's beholding to you, Sir. 

Sir Mart. What if ſhe be Sir, what's that to you Sir? 

Sir Jobn. T hope, Sir, I have not offended you. 

Sir Mart. It may be you have, and it may be you have not, Sir; yon 
ſce T have no mind to ſatisſie you, Sir: what a Devil! a man cannot 
talk a little to his own fleſh and blood, but you muſt be interpoſing with 
a murrain te you. 

_ Enough of this, good Anthony, this Gentleman is to marrie 
your Siſter. 

Sir Mart. He marrie my Siſter ? ods foot, dir, there are ſome Baſtards 
that ſhall be nameleſs, that are as well worthie to marrie her, as any man, 
and have as good blood in their veins. 

Sir Foba. I do not queſtion it in the leaſt, Sir. 

Sir Mart. Tis not your beſt courſe, Sir; you martie my Siſter? what 
have you ſeen of the world, Sir? I have ſeen your Hurricano's, and 
your Calentures, and your Eclipticks, and your Tropick Lines, Sir, 
* go to that, Sir. | 
. arr. You muſt excuſe my Matter, the Sea's a little working in his 

rain, Sir. | | | | 

Sir Mart, And your Prefter Jobur o th' Eaft-Indier, and your Great 
Turk of Rome and Perſia. | $56 | 

Mood. Lord, what a thing it is to be Learned, and à Traveller! 
Bodikins it makes me weep for joy z but, 4ntbony, you muſt not bear 
your (elf too much upon your — — 

Mill, Pray Brother be civil to this eman for my ſake. 

Sir Mart. For your ſake, Siſter Milliſent, much may be done, and here 
I kiſs your hand on t. N 

Warn. Yet again ſtupiditie? 

Mil. Nay, pray Brother hands off, now you are too rude. 

Sir Mart. Dear Siſter, as I am a true Eaſt-India Gentleman 

Mood.. But pray Son Authony, let us talk of other matters, and tell 
me trulie, had you not quite forgot me? and yet I made woundie much 
of you when you were young. 5 | 

Sir Mart. Iremember you as well as if I ſaw you but yeſterday : a 
fine grey-headed—grey-bearded old Gentleman, as ever Iſaw in all my 
life. \ 

Warn. aſide. Grey-bearded old Gentleman! when he was a Scholar 
at Cambridge. H 2 Mood. 


— 
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; Mood. But do you remember where you were bred up 
Sir Mart. O yes, Sir, moſt verfedlic, in in the 4 — let me e foo 
oh — now I have it —inthe Ile of Silly... - 
Mood. In the Iſle of E ary you mean ? 
W ern. Without doubt he did, Sir, but this dagm'd Iſle of Silly runs 
in's head ever ſince his Sea Voyage. 
Mood. And your Mothers name was—come, r me examine 
you for that I'm ſure you cannot forget. 
Sir Mart. Warner ! What was it Warner # 
Marn. Poor Mrs. Dorothy Draw-water, if ſhe were now alive, what 
a 2 day would this be to her ? 
Mood. Who the Devil bid you ſpeak, Sirrah ? 
Sir Mart. Her name, Sir, was Mrs. Dorothy Dram- mater. 
Air Fobn. T'llbe hang' d if this be not ſome Cheat. 
Mill. He makes ſo many ſtumbles, he muſt needs fall at laſt. 
Mood. But you remember, I hope, where you were born? 
Warn, Well, they may talk what they will of Oxford for an Univer- 
Gtie, but Cambridge for my money. 
Mood Hold your pt runes qr apy mages you, this i is the ſecond 
time you have been 
Sir Mart. A emed las pee as if 
it were but yeſterday. 
Warn.How I ſweat for himſhe's remembring ever ſince he was bern 
Mood. And who did you go over with to the Eaft- Indies 7 
Sir Mart. Warner ! 
Harn. Twas a happie thing, Sir, you 2 upon ſo ene a Mer- 
chant as Mt. naventure, to take care of h 
Mood. Saweie Raſcal! this is paſt all ſufferance.. . 
Roſc. We are undone Warner, if this diſcourſe go on any farther. . 
Lord. Pray, Sir, take pitie o'th? poor Gentleman, he has more need. 
of a good Supper, than to be ask d fo many Queſtions. , . 
Sir Jobu. Theſe are Rogues, Sir, I ie perceive it > pray let me 
ask him one queſtion — which way did you come home, Sir? | 
Sir Mart. We came home by Land, Sir. 
Warn. That is, from India to Perſia, from Perſia to Turky, iin Te- 
to Germany, ſrom Germany to France. 
Sir Job. Aud from thence, over the Narrow Seas on Horſeback. 
Mood. Tis ſo, I diſcern it now, but ſome ſhall ſmoke for't. 


Stay alittle Anthony, I'll be with you preſentlie. [ Ex Mood. 
Warn, That wicked old man is gone for no good, I'm afraid, would I 
were fairlie quit of him. T Aſide. 


Mill. afide.Tell me no more of Sir Martin,Roſe,he wants natural ſenſe, 
to talk ofter this rate 3 but for this Varner, 1 am ſtrangelie taken with 
him, how handſomlie he brought him off Enter 


1 
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Mood. In the firſt place, for your ee * * 


* - 
- © 97. r 
# -# 


* 


Esft-Indis Apofile, that will needs be ty 

Warn, Why d'ye think he is not? 

Mond. No, thou wic Accomplice in His ae ce 
Vu. Who; This Acct ed 1 befeech: har is it t me, if 
— feir kafſüre jou, f. e 

ace ; Dt 


55 Jubu. —— 4—— core his own Servant? ; 
Warn. As mercy, Sir, Tam an berry 
we — but ysſter ay, and told i me the Stotic e ed told it 

7555 Mart, What will become of's two now ?-1 Itruft > the Ed es 
wit to me off. | * 


Mood. If thou woud'ſt have me believe thee, take one of theſe two 
Cud els, and help me to lay it on ſoundly. 
—1 — — a cre þ 
Mood. Out you cat, you Hy e oul Mor! o you comme 
hither to — wn honeſt man? n Tot T4 L Beats him. 
Sir Mart. Hold, hold, Str. | | 
Warn. Do you come hither with a byte to get a Fate Mr. Anthony 
of Eaft-India ? 
Sir Mart. Hold you inhumane Butcher. 
Warn. TI teach you to counterfeit again, Sir. 
Sir Mort. 1 he Rogue will murder me. 1 I Ex. Sir Mart. 
Mood. A fair ome of *em both: let's ined lang . [Ex. 


1 
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3? : * - „ 
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bt 494 ins I. [i / 
Fir Mart. was Ly ever r ſuch an 5 Aﬀeont = upon 7 wen, [” he 
beaten by his Servaat/ ther e a4 


_ Wars.: After my. hearty * upon your. backs fide, Sis, may 2 
man have leave to ask you hat news from the Ateguls; (Country ? 


1 Sir 


e584) | 
Sir Mart. 1 wender where thou hadſt the impudence to move ſuch 2 
queſtion to me, knowing how thou haſt us d me. 
Warn. Now, Sir, ay fe wyfnt comes of your indiſcret ion and 
ſtupiditie: I alwayes gave you warning of it, but for this time I am 
content to ie by without more words, partlie, becauſe I hare l- 


it 
xeadie corrected you, Go g not ſo much as you deſerve. | 
ND thou thin | were 0 at this rate, aſter ſuch an in 


zur ＋ 2 * : 
Warn. You may thank four (elf for't;; nay, twas very well I found 
ous that Va7Þ0 gene acyl fupeced your Recor plice. 
ir Mart. But you laid it on with ſuch & vengeance , as if you were 
> cb t, you had anger'd x ? 
the truth on t, you had. anger d me, and I was 
willi e d bole; if you will paſsit by de, I may chance 
20 ee ele no more words of this bulneſs, L adviſe 
you, but go home and greaſe your back. 
Sir Mart, I muſt ſuffer it at his hands 5 for if my ſhoulders 
had not paid for this fault, my purſe; muſt have ſweat blood fort: the 


Rogue has got ſuch e hank uponme - | 
a 12 E 985 ſo, here's 22 dur Veſſels come in (ow Roſe, 

or (he Norm that parted us; what comfort, Roſe,no Harbor near? 
Roſe. My 


* 


. * . 


adie,as you may well imagine, is moſt extreamlic incens'd 
againſt Sir Martin, but ſhe applauds your ingenuitie to the Skies. III 
ſay no more, but thereby hangsa Tale. N 
* Mart. I am conſidering with my ſelf about a Plot, to bring all 
2 en. i We 27 * 
Roſe Vet again plotting ! if you have ſuch a mind tot, I know 
way ſo proper for you, as to turn Poet to Pagenelo. | 
Warn. Hark! is not that Muſick in your houſe ? [Mack plays 
Roſe. Yes, Sir John has given my Miſtreſs the Fiddles, and our old 
man is as jocund yonder, and does ſo hug himſelf, to think how he h 
been reveng'd upon you. | 
Warn. Why, he does not know twas we, I hope ? 
Roſe. *Tjs all one for tha. it bark 
Sir Mart. I have ſuch a Plot; I care not, I will ſpeak, an'I were to 
be hangd for t—ſhall I ſpeak, dear Warner ? let me now; it does fo 
wamble within me, juſt like a Clyſter, i' faith law, and I &an keep it no 
longer for my heart. 
Warn, Well, I am indulgent to you; out with it boldlie in the name 
of Non; ſenſe. | | 
| Sir Mart. We two will put on Vizards , and with the ne) tet my 
1 Landlord, who ſhall be of the Partie, go a mumming there, and by ſome 
j device of dancing, get my Miſtreſs away unſuſpeRed by em all. * 
7. 


1 ² A 
| | i 


C85) 
| Roſe, What if this ſhould hit now, when all your Projects have fail'd, 


earner ? | 

IVarn.. Would I were hangꝰ d if it be not ſomewhat probable : nay, 
now I confider better ont exceeding probable, it muſt take, tis not 
in nature to be avoided. 

Sir Mari. Omuſt it ſo, Sir! and who may ou thank for't ? 

Warn. Now am E ſo mad he ſhould be the Author of this device. 
How the Devil, Sir, came you to ſtumble on't ? 

Sie Mare. Why ſhould not my brains be as fruitful as yours, or any 
mans ? 

Warn. This is fo good, it ſhall not be your Plot, Sir, either diſown 
it, or I will proceed no further, 
. A MG: 

82 one, and Ill; it a 
an'you will not work upon't, it ſhall — you. wn gs. 

Koſe, I think the Knight has reaſon. 

. Well, I'll order it however to the beſt 1 hark —— 

k. 

Sir Mart. If it miſcarrie by your ordering, take notice” tis r har 
is well invented TH take my Oath unt. 

Roſe, I muſt in to em, for fear Þ ſhould be ſufpecbel; but Pl at- 
quaint my Lord, my old Ladie, and all the reſt who ought to know it, 
with your deſign. 

Warn. We'll be with you in a twinkling : You and I, Roſe, are to 
follow our Leaders, and be pair d to night | 

Roſe. To have, and to hold, are dreadful words, Warner z but for 
Jour fake FIl venture on em. L Exeant. 


Enter Lord, Lady "— and Chriſtian. 


La. Dupe. Nay ! good my Lord be patient. 

Lord. Does he think to give Fiddles and Treatments in 2 houſe 
where he has wrong d a Ladie? Il never ſuffer it. | 

La. Dupe. But upon what ground will you raiſe your quarrel > 

Lord. A very juſt one, as I am her Kinſman. | 

Ls. Dupe. He does not know yet why he was tc be Arreſted uy 


that way i nes: 
Lord. If hear of nothing but reverge Enter Roſe» 
Rofe. Yes, pray hear me one word, my Lord, Sir Martin himſelf bis 
made a Plot. 
- Chr, That's like to be a good one. 
—— A — — — be as luckie as a Fools Handſel ; *tis a very 
res not hing ſor your part, but to get a Parſon in the 
next — we vel I work for him. La. Dupe, 


tu 
Label Mie db dess inmmedincelle- cb, Mile hebe. 
and ſend for Mr. Bal the Nonconformiſt,tell | him here are two or three 
Angels to be cara d. * Ibo 
. Chr. And a or P6fſers ta be eaten: may [noepur in that Nada 
La. Dupe. Surelie you may. | - (ExoCheiltian, 
Rofe. Then for the reſt tis onlie this Oh mn) nee here! ' 
pray take it ina whiſper: ee knows of it mne 


Eater Moody „Sir Jobe, Mee. 


III. Strike up agen, Fiddle, PH have a French Daxce. 
Sir Fobn. Let's have the Brawls. .: TY 


Mond. No, Sir [Jobny no quarrellin Friends. 
» Sir ſome Neighs 
bors that nd yam idle ett conmmings 


YOU. 

Moed. Let em come in, and we'll be o an 1 e, ay Hob- 
bie-horfe'at home 

Sir Fobn, What, are they Men or women? 

L. Dape. Lbelieve ſume Prentices broke looſe. 

Mil. Roſe! Go and fetch me don — and Vizard 
Masksi—Tou and per r* and · be — a Mummerie to 
them, as they to us * Lane 

Mood. That will be moſt rare. TIT 


Enter Sir Martin, Warner, — 1 - like a 1 ons 


Mood. O here they come Gentlemen Maskers yon [ Warner ſing 
are welcom---he figns for a Dance I believe; you are to the Mafick 
- Mr. Muſick, ſtrike up,I'll make one 25 old as I fer a Dane, 


od Jobn. And I'll not be out. Dane. 

Lord, Gentlemen Maskers, you have bad the Frolick, the next turn 
is mine; bring two Flute-glaſſes, and ſome ſtools, oh well have the 
Ladies health. | r 21 


Sir Pr But why tools, wy Lord ? FE. 
hall ſee : the humor W are 


hoiſted up 3 when they are above, they name their Ladies, and the reſt 
of the ie dance about them while they drink: depend 
Frolick of the Altitudes. 

Mood. Some Highlanders invention, III warrant it. 

Lord. Gentlemen Maskers you ſhall begin. Lido! — Sic Mart 

Sir: Fobn, Name the Ladies. 


Lord. end Mes. 
— —— 


— Like on 5 8 way” 
daughter's go 5 2 8 = „ N 
4 


"Sf Feb THis is t omar 


Sir Jobn. Hold "hold! or th 
Landl. And you wif) got cotne 


Mood; © Scandgrb Villains! io fr wap . 


Sb 


16 1 
* 


„ 


Sir Jobs. Thepe hl rec he. EY 355 . bande 5 


AM cod. . twere 1 alt- a ct 5 
1 5234 £40 Lad 95 Sie SF Warne k 
5775 vail, d, Landlord, | A 


Led. H | Gehfleden'! what, q e ier an! f 

3 — e pang. W he 
— bo ur Na, n befebid chat be l not, icrefore 

— for Marriages, you know, are made in Heaven; is 


* Sir, we are join d together in ſpite of Fortune | 
1 z hex e That Lede indeed, Sp n and theſe 
are e Wieſt, th z Aon Shy ang never repine, 0 12 eren 


know, are 
Dy * FT bd LO! ut titus 


LL a gn bin r 2 


er 


$129 ai 2d a by Eg t bag #ov wan 


#Y0 


A 681 be fo — . wy 
for the eat he put upon me, when: 
* e te Ty 7905 or your Tek, 


dE 6 een Wat 
v yy N erte Eno him 
down, 


been pra fr a 2 Pn truſt 
MEL 0. 
5 rieve me! 
; dy my Lord here. 
egen though his Fa- 
Wark. | 60 are mi abs % 
an Eſtate of 8 A 2 _ thee 


Mood. Well, we'll bring it off, and for my ny part * my daugh- 
ter has miſo d ia 125 there. 
Sir John. 1 will not be the ondly man that muſt ſleep without a Bed- 


= Poe tee ere ace me, 
p = the cine Parr — E. d the borer execution, is Ailt in 
PER Ta cus 7 Caweles, Wine, and ding, whizh 
17 1740 taken in Wei! 7 K he will be able to wheadle two more 
into Matrimony, 4 A 


925 Poor, Sir Nel looks jr 


qr At leaſt, _— Martin can do more W 7 
can make me a L ca ok 
3 I have ee Tay Mas u, and, in fine, gs 


A 


bo ee ene 
e l i ebe Ladic that rook him Tor's Wie Che: N 2 
or h ce 
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"Mee But ip lhe « Maa, ar vn The ee, except your loye 


2 you pollcifian ; my 
mores quick 27 — 2 Nen 06 that 
beſone che Quatric-be'in fight... 


Love's metal Hawk that beats the Air, 
ESE. 


Epilogue. 


(593 
— bebe 
a ee follow'd n in- 


enn love as faſt as- | 
heavie, and never. 


"<> 
k © 7 Þ 
74 - : . ** — 
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£ "A 2; 9vol | 
-41 but . 2 eh Aj {you ; 119884 ns N ye 
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'$ Commrey Vicats, e wy 

Run budling. t0; . the BenediGtion; * TR 

Well knoweng, t the better Cart may flay, 

The Vulgar Rout will run unbleſt away : 

So we, when once our Play is done, make haſte 
With a ſhort Epilogue to cloſe your taſte. 

In thus withdrawing we ſeem mannerly, 

But when the Curtain's down, we peep and ſee 

A Fury o the Wits who ſtill ftay late, 

And in their Club decree the poor Plays fate ; 

Their Verdict back is to the hw brought, 

ITbence all the Town pranounces it their 

Thus, Gallants, we like Lilly can foreſee, 

But if you ak us what our Doom will be, 

We by to morrow will our Fortune caſt, 


As s he tells all things when the Tear is pal 


— i 


